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THE     RE  Q^U  EST. 


'ave  often  wlfli'd  to  love ;  what  Ihall  I  do  ? 
Me  ftill  the  cruel  boy  does  fpare  ; 
And  I  a  double  tafk  muft  bear, 
Firft  to  wooe  him,  and  then  a  miftrcfs  too. 

Come  at  laft  and  llrike,  for  fliame. 
If  thou  art  any  thing  befides  a  name ; 

I  '11  think  thee  elfe  no  God  to  be. 
But  poets  rather  Gods,  who  firft  created  thee, 

I  afk  not  one  in  whom  all  beauties  grow ; 

Lee  me  but  love,  whate'er  {he  be. 

She  cannot  feem  deform'd  to  me ; 
And  I  would  have  her  feem  to  others  fo. 

Defire  takes  wings  and  ftrait  does  fly. 
It  ftays  not  dully  to  enquire  the  Why. 

That  happy  thing,  a  lover,  grown, 
I  fhall  not  fee  with  others'  eyes,  fcarce  with  mine  own. 

If  Ihe  be  coy,  and  fcorn  my  noble  fire; 

If  her  chill  heart  I  cannot  move ; 

Why  I  '11  enjoy  the  very  love. 
And  make  a  miftrefs  of  my  own  defire. 

Flames  their  moll  vigorous  heat  do  hold. 
And  purell  light,  if  compafs'd  round  with  cold  : 

B  2  So, 
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So,  when  fharp  winter  means  moft  harm. 
The  fpringing  plants  are  by  the  fnow  itfelf  kept  warm» 

But  do  not  touch  my  heart,  and  fo  be  gone ; 

Strike  deep  thy  burning  arrows  in  ! 

Lukewarmnefs  I  account  a  fin. 
As  great  in  love  as  in  religion. 

Come  arm'd  with  flames;  for  I  would  prove 
All  the  extremities  of  mighty  Love. 

Th'  excefs  of  heat  is  but  a  fable  ; 
We  know  the  torrid  zone  is  now  found  habitable. 

Among  the  woods  and  forefts  thou  art  found. 

There  boars  and  lions  thou  doft  tame  ; 

Is  not  my  heart  a  nobler  game  ? 
Let  Venus,  men  ;  and  bealls,  Diana,  wound  ! 

Thou  doll  the  birds  thy  fubjeds  make ; 
Thy  nimble  feathers  do  their  wings  o'ertake : 

Thou  all  the  fpring  their  fongs  doft  hear ; 
Make  me  love  too,  1  '11  fmg  to'  thee  all  the  year  ! 

What  fervice  can  mute  fifhes  do  to  thee  ? 

Yet  againft  them  thy  dart  prevails. 

Piercing  the  armour  of  their  fcales ; 
And  ftill  thy  fea-born  mother  lives  i'  th'  fea, 

Doft  tliou  deny  only  to  me 
The  no-great  privilege  of  captivity  ? 

I  beg  or  challenge  here  thy  bow; 
Either  thy  pity  to  me,  or  elfe  thine  anger,  fliow. 

Come! 


t  H  E     RE  QJJ  EST. 

Come  !  or  I  'II  teach  the  world  to  fcorn  that  bow : 

I  '11  teach  them  thoufand  wholefome  arts 

Both  to  refill  and  cure  thy  darts. 
More  than  thy  Ikilful  Ovid  e'er  did  know. 

Mufick  of  fighs  thou  fhalt  not  hear. 
Nor  drink  one  wretched  lover's  tafteful  tear : 

Nay,  unlefs  foon  thou  woundeft  me. 
My  verfes  fhall  not  only  wound,  but  murder,  thee. 


THE     THRALDOM. 

IC  A  M  E,  I  faw,  and  was  undone  ; 
Lightning  did  through  my  bones  and  marrow  run  | 
A  pointed  pain  plerc'd  deep  my  heart  j 
A  fwift  cold  trembling  feiz'd  on  every  part ; 
My  head  turn'd  round,  nor  could  it  bear 
The  poifon  that  was  enter'd  there. 

So  a  deftroylng-angel's  breath 
Blows-in  the  plague,  and  with  it  hafty  death  : 

Such  was  the  pain,  did  fo  begin. 
To  the  poor  wretch,  when  Legion  enter'd  in. 

"  Forgive  me,  God  !"  I  cry'd;  "  for  I  . 

«  flatter'd  myfcif  I  was  to  die." 

But  quickly  to  my  coil  I  found, 
'Twas  cruel  Love,  not  Death,  had  made  the  wound  j 

Death  a  more  generous  rage  does  ufe ; 
Quarter  to  all  he  conquers  does  refufe  : 

E   -.  Whilft 
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Whilft  Love  with  barbarous  mercy  faves 
The  vanquifh'd  lives,  to  make  them  flavcs. 

I  am  thy  flave  then ;  let  me  know. 
Hard  mafter  !  the  great  talk  I  have  to  do : 

Who  pride  and  fcorn  do  undergo. 
In  tempelb  and  rough  feas  thy  galleys  row ; 

They  pant,  and  groan,  and  figh;  but  find 

Their  fighs  increafe  the  angry  wind. 

Like  an  Egyptian  tyrant,  fome 
Thou  wearieft  out  in  building  but  a  tomb ; 

Others,  with  fad  and  tedious  art. 
Labour  i'  th'  quarries  of  a  ftony  heart : 

Of  all  the  works  thou  doft  aflign. 

To  all  the  feveral  flaves  of  thine. 
Employ  me,  mighty  Love  !  to  dig  the  mine. 


^^\ 


THE     GIVEN     LOVE. 

'LL  on ;  for  what  fhould  hinder  me 
{ JL   From  loving  and  enjoying  thee  ? 
Thou  canft  not  thofe  exceptions  make, 
Which  vulgar,  fordid  mortals  take  — 
That  my  fate  's  too  mean  and  low ; 
'Twere  pity  I  fliould  love  thee  fo. 
If  that  dull  caufe  could  hinder  me 
in  loving  and  enjoying  thee. 


] 


It 


THE     GIVEN     LOVE. 

It  does  not  me  a  whit  difpleafe. 
That  the  rich  all  honours  feize  ; 
That  you  all  titles  make  your  ownj 
Are  valiant,  learned,  wife,  alone  : 
But,  if  you  claim  o'er  women  too 
The  power  which  over  men  ye  do ; 
If  you  alone  mull  lovers  be  ;  -; 

For  that.  Sirs,  you  mufl  pardon  me,  I 

Rather  than  lofe  what  does  fo  near 
Concern  my  life  and  being  here, 
I  '11  fome  fuch  crooked  ways  invent. 
As  you,  or  your  forefathers,  went ; 
I  '11  flatter  or  oppofe  the  king. 
Turn  Puritan,  or  any  thing  ; 
I  '11  force  my  mind  to  arts  fo  new ; 
Grow  rich,  and  love  as  well  as  you. 

But  rather  thus  let  me  remain. 
As  man  in  paradife  did  reign  ; 
When  perfeft  love  did  fo  agree 
With  innocence  and  poverty, 
Adam  did  no  jointure  give; 
Himfclf  was  jointure  to  his  Eve : 
Untouch'd  widi  avarice  yet,  or  pride. 
The  rib  came  freely  back  t'  his  fide. 

A  curfe  upon  the  man  who  taught 
Women,  that  love  was  to  be  bought ; 
Rather  doat  only  on  your  gold. 
And  that  with  greedy  avarice  hold ; 
B  4 
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For,  if  woman  too  fubmit 
To  that,  and  fell  herfelf  for  it. 
Fond  lover  !   you  a  miftrefs  have 
Of  her  diat  's  but  your  fellow-flave. 

What  fhould  thofe  poets  mean  of  old,      ■  if. 
That  made  their  God  to  vvooe  in  gold  ?  '^ 
Of  all  men,  fure,  they  had  no  caufe 
To  bind  love  to  fuch  coftly  laws ; 
And  yet  I  fcarcely  blame  them  now ; 
For  who,  alas !  would  not  allow. 
That  women  fhould  fuch  gifts  receive. 
Could  they,  as  he,  be  what  they  give. 

If  thou,  my  dear,  thyfelf  Ihouldft  prize, 
Alas  !  what  value  would  fuffice  ? 
The  Spaniard  could  not  do  't,  though  he 
Should  to  both  Indies  jointure  thee. 
Thy  beauties  therefore  wrong  will  take. 
If  thou  fhouldft  any  bargain  make  ; 
To  give  all,  will  befit  thee  well ; 
But  not  at  under-rates  to  fell.  -  • 

Beftow  thy  beauty  then  on  me. 
Freely,  as  nature  gave  't  to  thee ; 
/'Tis  an  exploded  popifli  thought 
To  think  that  heaven  may  be  bought. 
Prayers,  hymns,  and  praifcs,  arc  the  way. 
And  thofe  my  thankful  Mufe  fhall  pay  : 
Thy  body,  in  my  verfe  enfhrin'd. 
Shall  grow  immortal  as  thy  mind. 


I'll 


THE     GIVEN     LOVE. 

1  '11  fix  thy  title  next  in  fame 

To  Sacharifla's  well-lung  name. 

So  faithfully  will  I  declare 

What  all  thy  wondrous  beauties  are. 

That  when,  at  the  laft  great  affize. 

All  women  fhall  together  rife. 

Men  ftrait  Ihall  call  their  eyes  on  thee. 

And  know  at  iirfl:  that  thou  art  Ihe. 


THE     SPRING. 

THOUGH  you  be  abfent  here,  I  needs  muft  fay 
The  trees  as  beauteous  are,  and  flowers  as  gay. 
As  ever  they  were  wont  to  be ; 
Nay,  the  birds'  rural  mufick  too 
Is  as  melodious  and  free. 
As  if  they  fung  to  pleafure  you : 
I  faw  a  rofe-bud  ope  this  morn — I  '11  fwear 
The  blulhing  raorning  open'd  not  more  fair. 

How  could  it  be  fo  fair,  and  you  away  ? 

How  could  the  trees  be  beauteous,  flowers  fo  gay  I 
Could  they  remember  but  laft  year. 
How  you  did  them,  they  you,  delight. 
The  fprouting  leaves  which  faw  you  here. 
And  call'd  their  fellows  to  the  fight. 

Would,  looking  round  for  the  fame  fight  in  vain. 

Creep  back  into  their  fUent  barks  again, 

Wliere'er 
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Where'er  you  walk'd,  trees  were  as  reverend  made> 
As  when  of  old  Gods  dwelt  in  every  fliade. 

Is  't  poffible  they  Hiould  not  know. 

What  lofs  of  honour  they  fuftain 

That  thus  they  fmile  and  flourifh  now» 

And  ftill  their  former  pride  retain  ? 
Dull  creatures !   'tis  not  without  caufe  that  fhcj 
Who  fled  the  God  of  Wit,  was  made  a  tree. 

In  ancient  time:^,  fure,  they  much  wii'er  were. 

When  they  rejoic'd  the  Thracian  verfe  to  hear  j 
In  vain  did  Nature  bid  them  ftay, 
When  Orpheus  had  his  fong  begun— 
They  call'd  tl^eir  wondering  roots  away. 
And  bade  them  filent  to  him  run. 

How  would  thofe  learned  trees  have  follow 'd  you  ! 

You  would  have  drawn  them  and  their  poet  too. 

But  who  can  blame  them  now  ?  for,  fmce  you  *re  gone> 
They  're  here  the  only  fair,  and  fliine  alone; 

You  did  their  natural  rights  invade ; 

Wherever  you  did  walk  or  fit. 

The  thickeft  boughs  could  make  no  fhade. 

Although  the  fun  had  granted  it : 
The  faireft  flowers  could  pleafe  no  more,  near  you, 
Than  painted  flowers,  fet  next  to  them,  could  do. 

Whene'er  then  you  come  hither,  that  ftiall  be 
The  time,  which  this  to  others  is,  to  me. 

The 


THE       SPRING.  Jt 

The  little  jays  which  here  are  now. 

The  name  of  punifhments  do  bear ; 

When  by  their  fight  they  let  us  know 

How  we  depriv'd  of  greater  are : 
'Tis  you  the  befl  of  feafons  with  you  bring  ; 
This  is  for  beafts,  and  that  for  men,  the  Spring. 

WRITTEN       IN 

JUICE      OF      LEMON. 

HILST  what  I  write  I  do  not  fee, 
I  dare  thus,  ev'n  to  you,  write  poetry. 
Ah,  foolifti  Mufe  I  which  doft  fo  high  afpire. 
And  know'ft  her  judgment  well. 
How  much  it  does  thy  power  excel. 
Yet  dar'll  be  read  by,  thy  juft  doom,  the  fire. 

Alas !  thou  think'ft  thyfclf  fecure, 
Becaufe  thy  form  is  innocent  and  pure : 
Like  hypocrites,  which  feem  unfpotted  here; 

But,  when  they  fadly  come  to  die. 

And  the  laft  fire  their  truth  muft  try, 
Scrawl'd  o'er  like  thee,  and  blotted,  they  appear. 

Go  then,  but  reverently  go. 

And,  fmce  tliou  needs  muft  fin,  confefs  it  too : 
Confefs  't,  and  with  humility  clothe  thy  fhame; 

For  thou,  who  elfe  muft  burned  be 

An  heretick,  if  ftie  pardon  thee. 
May 'ft  like  a  martyr  then  enjoy  the  flame. 

But,  if  her  wifdom  grow  fevere. 
And  fufFer  not  her  goodnefs  to  be  there ; 

3  If 
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If  her  large  mercies  cruelly'  it  reftrain ; 

Be  not  difcourag'd,  but  require 

A  more  gentle  ordeal  fire> 
And  bid  her  by  Love's  flames  read  it  again. 

Strange  power  of  heat  !  thou  yet  doft  fliow 
Like  winter-earth,  '.u-ked  or  cloatli'd  with  fnow  i 
But  as,  the  quickening  fun  approaching  near. 

The  plants  arife  up  by  degrees ; 

A  fudden  paint  adorns  the  trees. 
And  all  kind  Nature's  charaflers  appear. 

So,  nothing  yet  in  thee  is  feen ; 

But,  when  a  genial  heat  warms  thee  within, 
A  new-born  wood  of  various  lines  there  grows; 

Here  buds  an  A,  and  there  a  B, 

Here  fprouts  a  V,  and  there  a  T, 
And  all  the  fiourifhing  letters  ftand  in  rows. 

Still,  filly  paper  !  thou  wilt  think 
That  all  this  might  as  well  be  writ  with  ink : 
Oh,  no ;  there  's  fenfe  in  this,  and  myftery— 

Thou  now  may 'ft  change  thy  author's  name. 

And  to  her  hand  lay  noble  claim ; 
For,  as  Ihe  reads,  fhe  makes,  the  words  in  thee. 

Yet — if  thine  own  unwortliinefs 
Will  Hill  that  thou  art  mine,  not  hcr's,  confcfs— • 
Confumc  thyfelf  with  fire  before  her  eyes. 
And  fo  her  grace  or  pity  move : 
The  gods,  though  beafts  they  do  not  love. 
Yet  like  them  when  they  're  burnt  in  facrifice. 

1  N  C  O  N. 
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.INCONSTANCY. 

FIVE  years  ago  (fays  Story)  I  lov'd  you. 
For  which  you  call  me  moll  inconllant  now; 
Pardon  me.  Madam  !  j'ou  miftake  the  man. 
For  I  am  not  the  fame  that  I  was  then ; 
No  flefh  is  now  the  fame  'twas  then  in  me ; 
And  that  my  mind  is  chang'd,  yourfelf  may  fee. 
The  fame  thoughts  to  retain  ftill,  and  intents. 
Were  more  inconllant  far;  for  accidents 
Muft  of  all  things  moil  llrangely'  inconftant  prove. 
If  from  one  fubjed:  they  t'  another  move; 
My  members  then  the  father-members  were 
From  whence  thefe  take  their  birth  which  now  are  here. 
If  then  this  body  love  what  th'  other  did, 
'Twere  inceft;   which  by  Nature  is  forbid. 
You  might  as  well  this  day  inconflant  name, 
Becaufe  the  weather  is  not  ftill  the  fame 
That  it  was  yefterday — or  blame  the  year, 
'Caufe  the  fpring  flowers,  and  autumn  fruit,  does  bear. 
The  world  's  a  fcene  of  changes ;  and  to  be 
Conftant,  in  Nature  were  inconftancy ; 
For  'twere  to  break  the  laws  herfelf  has  made: 
Our  fubilances  themfelves  do  ileet  and  fade  ; 
The  moft  fix'd  being  ftill  does  move  and  fly. 
Swift  as  the  wings  of  time  'tis  meafur'd  by. 
T'  imagine  then  that  Love  fliould  never  ceafe 
(Love,  which  is  but  the  ornament  of  thefe) 
Were  quite  as  fenfelefs,  as  to  wonder  why 
Beauty  and  colour  ftays  not  when  we  die. 

NOT 
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NOT        FAIR. 


5  '""I  "^  I S  very  true,  I  thought  you  once  as  fair 

jL       As  women  in  th'  idea  are  ; 
Whatever  here  feems  beauteous,  feem'd  to  be 

But  a  faint  metaphor  of  thee  : 
But  then,  methoughts,  there  fomething  {hln'd  within. 

Which  caft  this  luftre  o'er  tliy  ikin; 
Nor  could  1  chufe  but  count  it  the  fun's  light. 

Which  made  this  cloud  appear  fo  bright. 
But,  fmce  I  knew  thy  falfehood  and  thy  pride. 

And  all  thy  thoufand  faults  befide, 
A  very  Moor,  methinks,  plac'd  near  to  thee. 

White  as  his  teeth  would  fcem  to  be. 
So  men  (they  fay)  by  hell's  delufions  led. 

Have  ta'en  a  fuccubus  to  their  bed ; 
Believe  it  fair,  and  themfelves  happy  call. 

Till  the  cleft  foot  difcovers  all : 
Then  they  ftart  from  't,  half  ghofts  themfelves  with  fear; 

And  devil,  as  'tis,  it  does  appear. 
So,  fince  againft  my  will  I  found  thee  foul. 

Deform 'd  and  crooked  in  thy  foul. 
My  reafon  ftrait  did  to  my  fenfcs  fhew. 

That  they  might  be  millaken  too : 
Nay,  when  the  world  but  knows  how  falfe  you  are. 

There  's  not  a  man  will  think  you  fair ; 
Thy  fhape  will  monflrous  in  their  fancies  be. 

They  '11  call  their  eyes  as  falfe  as  thee. 
Be  what  thou  wilt,  hate  will  prefent  thee  fo 

As  Puritans  do  the  Pope,  and  Papifts  Luther  do. 

P  L  A- 
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PLATONICK     LOVE. 

INDEED  I  muft  confefs. 
When  fouls  mix  'tis  an  happinefs  ; 
But  not  compleat  till  bodies  too  combine. 
And  clofely  as  our  minds  togetlier  join : 
But  half  of  heaven  the  fouls  in  glory  tafte. 
Till  by  love  in  heaven,  at  laft. 
Their  bodies  too  are  plac'd. 

In  thy  immortal  part 
Man,  as  well  as  I,  thou  art ; 
But  fomething  'tis  that  differs  thee  and  me; 
And  we  muft  one  even  in  that  difference  be. 
I  thee,  both  as  a  man  and  woman,  prize ; 
For  a  perfedl  love  implies 
Love  in  all  capacities. 

Can  that  for  true  love  pafs. 
When  a  fair  woman  courts  her  glafs  ? 
Something  unlike  mull  in  love's  likenefs  be; 
His  wonder  is,  one,  and  variety : 
For  he,  whofe  foul  nought  but  a  foul  can  move. 
Does  a  new  Narciflus  prove. 
And  his  own  image  love. 

That  fouls  do  beauty  know, 
'Tis  to  the  bodies'  help  they  owe ; 
1£,  when  they  know  't,  they  ftrait  abufe  that  truft. 
And  fhut  the  body  from  't,  'tis  as  unjuft 
As  if  1  brought  my  deareft  friend  to  fee 
My  miilrcfs,  and  at  th'  inllant  he 
Should  ileal  her  quite  from  me, 

THE 
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THE     CHANGE. 

IOVE  in  her  funny  eyes  does  baflcing  play; 
ji   Love  walks  the  pleafant  mazes  of  her  hairj 
Love  does  on  both  her  lips  for  ever  ftray. 
And  fows  and  reaps  a  thoufand  kiffes  there : 
In  all  her  outward  parts  Love  's  always  feen; 
But  oh  1  he  never  went  within. 

Within,  Love's  foes,  his  greateft  foes,  abide. 

Malice,  Inconftancy,  and  Pride  : 
So,  the  earth's  face  trees,  herbs,  and  flowers,  do  drefs. 

With  other  beauties  numberlefs ; 
But  at  the  centre  darknefs  is,  and  hell ; 
There  wicked  fpirits,  and  there  the  damned,  dwell. 

With  me,  alas  I  quite  contrary  it  fares ; 
Darknefs  and  death  lie  in  my  weeping  eyes, 
Defpair  and  palenefs  in  my  face  appears. 
And  grief,  and  fear.  Love's  greateft  enemies; 
But,  like  the  Perfian  tyrant.  Love  within 

Keeps  his  proud  court,  and  ne'er  is  feen. 

Oh  !  take  my  heart,  and  by  that  means  you  '11  protre 

Within  too  ftor'd  enough  of  love  : 
Give  me  but  your's,  I  '11  by  that  change  fo  thrive. 

That  love  in  all  my  parts  fliall  live. 
So  powerful  is  this  change,  it  render  can 
My  outfide  Woman,  and  your  infide  Man. 

CLAD 
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CLAD     ALL    IN    WHITE. 

'  A I R  E  S  T  tiling  that  fhincs  below. 
Why  in  this  robe  dolt  tliou  appea? 
Would'lt  thou  a  white  moft  perfedl  Ihow, 
Thou  mull  at  all  no  garment  wear: 
Thou  wilt  feem  much  whiter  fo. 
Than  winter  when  'tis  clad  with  fnow. 

'Tis  not  the  linen  fhews  fo  fair ; 

Her  fkin  lliines  through,  and  makes  it  bright : 

So  clouds  themfelves  like  funs  appear. 

When  the  fun  pierces  them  with  light : 

So,  lilies  in  a  glafs  inclofe. 

The  glafs  will  feem  as  white  as  thofe. 

Thou  now  one  heap  of  beauty  art ; 
Nought  outwards,  or  within,  is  foul : 
Condenfed  beams  make  every  part; 
Thy  body's  cloathed  like  thy  foul ; 
Thy  foul,  which  does  itfelf  difplay. 
Like  a  liar  plac'd  i'  th'  milky- way. 

Such  robes  the  faints  departed  wear. 
Woven  alUwith  light  divine; 
Such  their  exalted  bodies  are. 
And  with  fuch  full  glory  ihine : 
But  they  regard  not  mortals'  pain; 
IWeu  pray,  I  fear,  to  both  in  vain. 
Vol.  VIXI.  C  Vet, 
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Yet,  feeing  thee  fo  gently  pure. 

My  hopes  will  needs  continue  ftill ; 

Thou  would' ft  not  take  this  garment,  fure. 

When  thou  hadft  an  intent  to  kill ! 

Of  peace  and  yielding  who  would  doubt. 

When  the  white  flag  he  fees  hung  out  ? 

LEAVING  ME,  AND  THEN  LOVING  MANY. 

SO  men,  who  once  have  call  the  truth  away, 
Forfook  by  God,  do  ftrange  wild  lufts  obey; 
So  the  vain  Gentiles,  when  they  left  t'  adore 
One  Deity,  could  not  ftop  at  thoufands  more  : 
Their  zeal  was  fenfelefs  ftrait,  and  boundlef?,  grown; 
They  worfhip'd  many  a  bead  and  many  a  ftoiie. 
Ah,  fair  apoftate !  couldft  thou  think  to  flee 
From  Truth  and  Goodncfs,  yet  keep  unity  ? 
I  reign'd  alone ;  and  my  bleft  felf  could  call 
The  univerfal  monarch  of  her  all. 
Mine,  mine,  her  fair  Eaft-Indies  were  above. 
Where  thofe  funs  rife  that  chcar  the  world  of  Love  j 
Where  beauties  fhine  like  gems  of  richeft  price ; 
Where  coral  grows,  and  every  breath  is  fpice : 
/  Mine  too  her  rich  Weft-Indies  were  below. 
Where  mines  of  gold  and  endlcfs  treafures  grow. 
But,  as  when  the  Pellaean  conqueror  dy'd. 
Many  fmall  princes  did  his  crown  divide ; 
So,  fmce  my  love  his  vanquifh'd  world  forfook, 
Murdcr'd  by  poifons  from  her  falfehood  took. 
An  hundred  petty  kirigs  claim  each  their  part. 
And  rend  that  glorious'^empire  of  her  heait. 

MY 


t  19  1 


MY    HEART    DISCOVERED- 

■  E  R  body  IS  fo  gently  bright. 
Clear  and  tranfparent  to  the  fight 
(Clear  as  fair  cryftal  to  the  view. 
Yet  foft  as  that,  ere  flone  it  grew) 
That  through  her  flefh,  methinks,  is  feen 
The  brighter  foul  that  dwells  within  : 
Our  eyes  the  fubtile  covering  pafs. 
And  fee  that  lily  through  its  glafs. 
I  through  her  breaft  her  heart  efpy. 
As  fouls  in  hearts  do  fouls  defcry : 
I  fee  't  with  gentle  motions  beat ; 
I  fee  light  in 't,  but  find  no  heat. 
Within,  like  angels  in  the  fky, 
A  thoufand  gilded  thoughts  do  fly ; 
Thoughts  of  bright  and  nobleft  kind. 
Fair  and  chafte  as  mother-mind. 
But  oh  !   what  other  heart  is  there. 
Which  fighs  and  crouds  to  her's  fo  near  r 
'Tis  all  on  flame,  and  does,  like  fire. 
To  that,  as  to  its  heaven,  afpire  ! 
The  wounds  are  many  in  't  and  deep ; 
Still  does  it  bleed,  and  ftill  does  weep  t 
Whofe-ever  wretched  heart  it  be, 
I  cannot  choofe  but  grieve  to  fee : 
What  pity  in  my  breaft  does  reign  ! 
Methinks  I  feel  too  all  its  pain. 

C  2  So 


20  COWLEY'S     POEMS. 

So  torn,  and  fo  defac'd,  it  lies. 

That  it  could  ne'er  be  known  by  th*  eyes; 

But  oh  !   at  laft  I  heard  it  groan. 

And  knew  by  th'  voice  that  'twas  mine  own. 

So  poor  Alcione,  when  (he  faw 

A  fhipwreck'd  body  tow'rds  her  draw. 

Beat  by  the  waves,  let  fall  a  tear. 

Which  only  then  did  pity  wear : 

But,  when  the  corpfe  on  Ihore  were  cart. 

Which  (he  her  hufband  found  at  laft. 

What  fliould  the  wretched  widow  do  f 

Grief  chang'd  her  ftrait;  away  Ihe  flew, 

Turn'd  to  a  bird :  and  fo  at  laft  fliall  I 

Both  from  my  murder'd  heart  and  murderer  fly. 


ANSWER    TO    THE    PLATONICKS. 

SO  angels  love ;  fo  let  them  love  for  me  ; 
When  1  'm  all  foul,  fuch  Ihall  my  love  too  be : 
Who  nothing  here  but  like  a  fpirit  would  do, 
In  a  IhoiC  time,  believe  't,  will  be  one  too. 
But,  ftiall  our  love  do  what  in  beafts  we  fee  ? 
Ev'n  beads  eat  too,  but  not  fo  well  as  we ; 
And  you  as  juftly  might  in  thirft  refufe 
The  ufe  of  wine,  becaufe  beafts  water  ufe  : 
They  taftc  thofe  pleafures  as  they  do  their  food ; 
Undrcfs'd  they  take  't,  devour  it  rav/  and  crude : 
But  to  us  men.  Love  cooks  it  at  his  lire. 
And  adds  the  poignant  fauce  of  (harp  dcfue. 

Beafts 
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Beafts  do  the  fame  :  'tis  true ;  but  ancient  Fame 

Says,  Gods  themfdves  turn'd  beafts  to  do  the  fame. 

The  Thunderer,  who,  without  the  female  bed. 

Could  Goddefles  bring-forth  from  out  his  head, 

Chofe  rather  mortals  this  way  to  create ; 

So  much  he'  efteem'd  his  pleafure  'bove  his  ftate. 

Ye  talk  of  fires  which  fhine,  but  never  burn ; 

In  tlus  cold  world  they  '11  hardly  ferve  our  turn ; 

As  ufelefs  to  defpairing  lovers  grown. 

As  lambent  flames  to  men  i'  th'  frigid  zone. 

The  fun  does  his  pure  fires  on  earth  beftow 

With  nuptial  warmth,  to  bring-forth  things  below ; 

Such  is  Love's  nobleft  and  divineft  heat. 

That  warms  like  his,  and  does,  like  his,  beget. 

Luft  you  call  this ;  a  name  to  your's  more  juft. 

If  an  inordinate  defire  be  luft  : 

PygmaHon,  loving  what  none  can  enjoy. 

More  luftful  was,  than  the  hot  youth  of  Troy. 

THE      VAIN     LOVE. 

Loving  one  firft  becaufe  fhe  could  love  Nobody, 
afterwards  loving  her  with  Defire. 

WHAT  new-found  witchcraft  was  in  thee. 
With  thine  own  cold  to  kindle  me  ? 
Strange  art !  like  him  that  fhould  devife 
To  make  a  burning-glafs  of  ice  : 
When  winter  fo,  the  plants  would  harm. 
Her  fnov/  itfelf  does  keep  them  warm. 

C  3  Fool 
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Fool  that  I  was !  who,  having  found 

A  rich  and  funny  diamond, 

Admir'd  tlie  hardnefs  of  the  ftone. 

But  not  the  light  with  which  it  Ihonc : 

Your  brave  and  haughty  fcom  of  all 

Was  ftately  and  monarchical. 

All  gentlenefs,  with  that  efteem'd, 

A  dull  and  flavilh  virtue  feem'd; 

Should'fl  thou  have  yielded  then  to  me. 

Thou  'dft  loft  what  I  moft  lov'd  in  thee; 

For  who  would  fcrve  one,  whom  he  fees 

That  he  can  conquer  if  he  pleafe  i 

It  far'd  with  me,  as  if  a  flave 

In  triumph  led,  that  does  perceive 

With  what  a  gay  majeltic  pride 

His  conqueror  through  the  ftreets  does  ride. 

Should  be  contented  with  his  woe. 

Which  makes  up  fuch  a  comely  fhovA 

I  fought  not  from  thee  a  return. 

But  without  hopes  or  fears  did  burn; 

My  covetous  paiTion  did  approve 

The  hoarding-up,  not  ufe,  of  love. 

My  love  a  kind  of  dream  was  grown, 

A  foolifh,  but  a  pleafant  one  : 

From  which  I  'm  waken'd  now ;  but,  oh  ! 

Prifoners  to  die  are  waken'd  fo; 

For  now  th'  effefts  of  loving  are 

Nothing  but  longings,  with  defpair: 

Defpair,  whofe  torments  no  men,  fure. 

But  lovers  and  the  damn'd,  endure. 


Her 
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Her  fcorn  I  doated  once  upon, 

111  objeft  for  afFeftion  ; 

But  fince,  alas  !   too  much  'tis  prov'd. 

That  yet  'twas  fomething  that  I  lov'd ; 

Now  my  defires  are  worfe,  and  fly 

At  an  impoflibility : 

Defires  which,  whUft  fo  high  they  foar. 

Are  proud  as  that  I  lov'd  before. 

What  lover  can  like  me  complain. 

Who  firft  lov'd  vainly,  next  in  vain  ! 

THE       SOUL. 

IF  mine  eyes  do  e'er  declare 
They've  feen  a  fecond  thing  that's  fair; 
Or  ears,  that  they  have  mufick  found 
Befides  thy  voice,  in  any  found ; 
If  my  tafte  do  ever  meet. 
After  thy  kifs,  with  aught  that 's  fweet ; 
If  my  abufed  touch  allow 
Aught  to  be  fmooth,  or  foft,  but  you ; 
If  what  feafonable  fprings. 
Or  the  Eaftern  fummer,  brings. 
Do  my  fmell  perfuade  at  all 
Aught  perfume,  but  thy  breath,  to  call ; 
If  all  my  fenfes'  objefts  be 
Not  contracted  into  thee. 
And  fo  through  thee  more  powerful  pafs. 
As  beams  do  through  a  burning-glafs ; 
If  all  things  that  in  nature  are 
Either  foft,  or  fweet,  or  fair, 

C4  £e 
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Be  not  in  thee  fo'  epitomis'd. 

That  nought  material 's  not  compris'd; 

May  I  as  worthlefs  Teem  to  thee 

As  all,  but  thou,  appears  to  me ! 

If  I  ever  anger  know. 

Till  fome  wrong  be  done  to  you ; 

If  Godj  or  Kings  my  envy  move. 

Without  their  crowns  crown'd  by  thy  love ; 

If  ever  I  an  hope  admit. 

Without  thy  image  ftamp'd  on  it ; 

Or  any  fear,  till  I  begin 

To  find  that  you  're  concern'd  therein  ; 

If  a  joy  e'er  come  to  me. 

That  tafles  of  any  thing  but  thee ; 

If  any  forrow  touch  my  mind, 

Whilfl  you  are  well,  and  not  unkind ; 

If  I  a  minute's  fpace  debate. 

Whether  I  fhall  curfc  and  hate 

The  things  beneath  thy  hatred  fall. 

Though  all  the  world,  myfclf  and  all ; 

And  for  love — if  ever  I 

Approach  to  it  again  fo  nigh. 

As  to  allow  a  toleration 

To  the  leaft  glimmering  inclination : 

If  thou  alone  doft  not  controul 

All  thofe  tyrants  of  my  foul. 

And  to  thy  beauties  ty'il  them  fo, 

Tliat  conftant  they  as  habits  grow 

If  any  pafiion  of  my  heart. 

By  any  force,  or  any  art. 


Be 
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Be  brought  to  move  one  ftsp  from  thee, 
May'ft  thou  no  pafilon  have  for  mc  ! 

If  my  bufy'  Imagination, 

Do  not  thee  in  all  things  falhion ; 

So  that  all  fair  fpecies  be 

Hieroglyphic  marks  of  thee  ; 

If  when  flie  her  fports  does  keep 

(The  lower  foul  being  all  afleep) 

She  play  one  dream,  with  all  her  art. 

Where  thou  haft  not  the  longeft  part; 

If  aught  get  place  in  my  remembrance. 

Without  fome  badge  of  thy  refemblance— 

So  that  thy  parts  become  to  me 

A  kind  of  art  of  memory ; — 

If  my  Underftanding  do 

Seek  any  knowledge  but  of  you  ; 

If  fhe  do  near  thy  body  prize 

Her  bodies  of  philofophies ; 

If  fhe  to  the  Will  do  fliew 

Aught  defirable  but  you ; 

Or,  if  that  would  not  rebel. 

Should  fhe  another  doftrine  tell ; 

If  my  Will  do  not  refign 

All  her  liberty  to  thine  ; 

If  fhe  would  not  follow  thee. 

Though  Fate  and  thou  fhould'fl  difagree ; 

And  if  (for  I  a  curfe  will  give. 

Such  as  fhall  force  thee  to  believe) 

My  foul  be  not  entirely  thine  ; 

May  thy  dear  body  ne'er  be  mine  ! 

THE 
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THE      PASSIONS. 

FROM  Hate,  Fear,  Hope,  Anger,  and  Envy,  fre». 
And  all  the  pafTions  elfe  that  be. 
In  vain  I  boaft  of  liberty. 
In  vain  this  Hate  a  freedom  call ; 
Since  I  have  Love,  and  Love  is  all : 
Sot  that  I  am,  who  think  it  fit  to  brag 
That  I  have  no  difeafe  befides  the  plague  ! 

So  in  a  zeal  the  fons  of  Ifrael 

Sometimes  upon  their  idols  fell. 

And  they  depos'd  the  powers  of  hell; 

Baal  and  Aflarte  down  they  threw. 

And  Acharon  and  Moloch  too  : 
All  this  imperfeft  piety  did  no  good, 
Whilft  yet,  alas  1  the  calf  of  Bethel  flood. 

cFondly  I  boaft,  that  I  have  dreft  my  vine 

With  painful  art,  and  that  the  wine 

Is  of  a  tafte  rich  and  divine ; 

Since  Love,  by  mixing  poifon  there. 

Has  made  it  worfe  than  vinegar. 
Love  ev'n  the  tafte  of  Ne<Elar  changes  fo. 
That  Gods  chufe  rather  water  here  below. 

Fear,  Anger,  Hope,  all  paflions  elfe  that  be. 
Drive  this  one  tyrant  out  of  me. 
And  praftife  all  your  tyranny  1 
The  change  of  ills  fome  good  will  do : 
Th'  opprefied  wretched  Indians  fo. 
Being  flaves  by  the  great  Spanifh  monarch  made. 
Call  in  the  States  of  HoUand  to  their  aid. 

4  WISDOM. 
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WISDOM. 

TI S  mighty  wife  that  you  would  now  be  thought. 
With  your  grave  rules  from  mufty  morals  brought; 
Through  which  fome  ftreaks  too  of  divinity  ran. 
Partly  of  Monk  and  partly  Puritan  ; 
With  tedious  repetitions  too  you  'ave  ta'en 
Often  the  name  of  vanity  in  vain. 
Things  which,  I  take  it,  friend,  you  'd  ne'er  recite. 
Should  fhe  I  love  but  fay  t'  you,  "  Come  at  night.'* 
The  wifeft  king  refus'd  all  pleafures  quite. 
Till  Wifdom  from  above  did  him  enlight ; 
But,  when  that  gift  his  ignorance  did  remove, 
Pleafures  he  chofe,  and  plac'd  them  all  in  love. 
And,  if  by'  event  the  counfels  may  be  feen. 
This  Wifdom  'twas  that  brought  the  fouthern  queen : 
She  came  not,  like  a  good  old  wife,  to  know 
The  wholefome  nature  of  all  plants  that  grow ; 
Nor  did  fo  far  from  her  own  country  roam. 
To  cure  fcald-heads  and  broken-fliins  at  home  ; 
She  came  for  that,  which  more  befits  all  wives. 
The  art  of  giving,  not  of  faving,  lives. 


T  H  E 
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THE     DESPAIR. 

BENEATH  this  gloomy  ftiade. 
By  Nature  only  for  my  forrows  made, 
I  '11  fpend  this  voice  in  cries ; 
In  tears  I  '11  wafte  tliefe  eyes. 
By  Love  fo  vainly  fed ; 
So  Lull,  of  old,  the  Deluge  punilhed. 

"  Ah,  wretched  youth  !"  faid  I; 
"  Ah,  wretched  youth  !"  twice  did  I  fadly  cry  ; 
"  Ah,  wretched  youth !"  the  fields  and  floods  reply. 

When  thoughts  of  Love  I  entertain, 
I  meet  no  words  but  "  Never,"  and  "  In  vain." 

"  Never,"  alas  !  that  dreadful  name 

Wliich  fuels  the  internal  flame  : 

"  Never"  my  time  to  come  muft  wafte ; 
"  In  vain"  torments  the  prefent  and  the  pail. 

"  In  vain,  in  vain,"  faid  I ; 
"  In  vain,  in  vain  1 ' '  twice  did  I  fadly  cry ; 
"  In  vain,  in  vain  !"  the  fields  and  floods  reply. 

No  more  fliall  fields  or  floods  do  fo ; 
For  I  to  fliades  more  dark  and  filent  go : 

All  this  world's  noife  appears  to  mc 

A  dull,  ill-afled  comedy  : 

No  comfort  to  my  wounded  fight. 
In  the  fun's  bufy  and  impertinent  light. 

Then  down  I  laid  my  head, 
Down  on  cold  earth ;  and  for  a  while  was  dead. 
And  my  fieed  foul  to  a  Ibange  fomewhere  fled. 

«  Ah, 
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"  Ah,  fottifhSoul!"  faidi. 
When  back  to'  its  cage  again  I  faw  it  fly ; 

"  Fool,  to  refume  her  broken  chain, 

"  And  row  her  galley  here  again  ! 

"  Fool,  to  that  body  to  return 
"  Where  it  condemn'd  and  deftin'd  is  to  burn  ! 

"  Once  dead,  how  can  it  be, 
"  Death  fhould  a  thing  fo  pleafant  feem  to  thee, 
*•  That  thou  Ihould'll  come  to  live  it  o'er  again  in  me  r" 


THE     WIS  H. 

WELL  then  j  I  now  do  plainly  fee 
This  bufy  world  and  I  fhall  ne'er  agree ; 
The  very  honey  of  all  earthly  jcy 

Does  of  all  meats  the  fooneft  cloy ; 
And  they,  methinks,  deferve  my  pity. 
Who  for  it  can  endure  the  flings. 
The  crowd,  and  buz,  and  mLr.Tiurings, 
Of  tlus  great  hive,  the  city. 

Ah,  yet,  ere  I  defcend  to  th'  grave. 
May  I  a  fmall  houfe  and  large  garden  have  ! 
And  a  few  friends,  and  many  books,  both  true. 

Both  wife,  and  both  delightful  too  ! 

And,  fince  love  ne'er  will  from  me  flee, 
A  mlftrefs  moderately  fair. 
And  good  as  guardian-angels  are. 

Only  belov'd,  and  loving  me  ! 

Oh, 
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Oh,  fountains !  when  in  you  fhall  I 
Myfelf,  eas'd  of  unpeaceful  thoughts,  efpy  ? 
Oh  fields  1  oh  woods  !  when,  when  (hall  I  be  made 

The  happy  tenant  of  your  Ihade  ? 

Here  's  the  fpring-head  of  pleafure's  flood  ; 
Where  all  the  riches  lie,  that  fhe 

Has  coin'd  and  Ilamp'd  for  good. 

Pride  and  ambition  here. 
Only  in  far-fetch'd  metaphors  appear ; 
Here  nought  but  winds  can  hurtful  murmurs  fcatter. 

And  nought  but  echo  flatter. 

The  Gods,  when  they  defcended,  hither 
From  heaven  did  always  chufe  their  way ; 
And  therefore  we  may  boldly  fay. 

That  'tis  the  way  too  thither. 

How  happy  here  fliould  I, 
And  one  dear  She,  live,  and  embracing  die  ! 
She,  who  is  all  the  world,  and  can  exclude 

In  defarts  folitude. 

I  ftiould  have  then  this  only  fear- 
Left  men,  when  they  my  pleafares  fee. 
Should  hither  throng  to  live  like  me. 

And  fo  make  a  city  here. 


M  Y 
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MY       DIET. 

NOW,  by  my  Love,  the  greateft  oath  that  is. 
None  loves  you  half  fo  well  as  I : 
I  do  not  aflc  your  love  for  this ; 
But  for  Heaven's  fake  believe  me,  or  I  die. 

No  fcrvant  e'er  but  did  deferve 
His  mailer  fhould  believe  that  he  does  fer^'-e ; 
And  I  '11  afk  no  more  wages,  though  I  ltar\-e, 

'Tis  no  luxurious  diet  this,  and  fure 

I  fhall  not  by  't  too  lufty  prove; 

Yet  Ihall  it  willingly  endure. 
If  't  can  but  keep  together  life  and  love. 

Being  your  prifoner  and  your  flave, 

I  do  not  feafts  and  banquets  look  to  have  f 
A  little  bread  and  water  's  all  I  crave. 

On  a  ligh  of  pity  I  a  year  can  live ; 

One  tear  will  keep  me  twenty,  at  leaft ; 

Fifty,  a  gentle  look  will  give ; 
An  hundred  years  on  one  kind  word  I  '11  fea^ft : 

A  thoufand  more  will  added  be. 
If  you  an  inclination  have  for  me; 
And  all  beyond  is  vail  eternity  ! 


THE 
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THE     THIEF. 

THOU  robb'il  my  days  of  bufinefs  and  delights* 
Of  fleep  thou  robb'il  my  nights; 
Ah,  lovely  tlilef  1  what  wilt  thou  do  ? 
"What  ?  rob  me  of  heaven  too  ? 
Thou  ev'n  my  prayers  doll  Heal  from  mej 
And  I,  v.ith  wild  idolatry. 
Begin  to  God,  and  end  them  all  to  thee. 

Is  it  a  lin  to  love,  that  it  fhould  thus. 

Like  an  ill  confcience,  torture  us  ? 
Whate'er  I  do,  where'er  I  go, 
(None  guiltlcfs  e'er  was  haunted  fo  !) 
Still,  Hill,  methinks,  thy  face  I  view. 
And  Hill  thy  fhape  does  nie  purfue. 

As  if,  not  you  me,  but  I  had  murder'd  you. 

From  books  I  llrive  fome  remedy  to  take. 
But  thy  name  all  the  letters  make; 
Whate'er  'tis  v/rit,  I  find  That  tiiere. 
Like  points  and  comma's  every  where : 
Me  blell  for  this  let  no  man  hold ; 
For  I,  as  Midas  did  of  old, 

Perifii  by  turning  every  thing  to  gold. 

What  do  I  feek,  alas  !  or  why  do  I 

Attempt  in  vain  from  thee  to  fly  ? 

For  making  thee  my  deity, 

I  gave  thee  then  ubiquity. 

My  pains  refemble  hell  in  this ; 

The  divine  prefence  tliere  too  is. 
Bur  to  torment  men,  not  to  give  th.m  h'ACs. 

'■■  ALL- 
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ALL-OVER      LOVE. 

TI S  well,  'tis  well  with  them,  fay  I, 
Whofe  fliort-liv'd  paflions  with  themfelves  can 
die; 
For  none  can  be  unhappy,  who, 
'Midfl:  all  his  ills,  a  time  does  know 
(Thougli  ne'er  lb  long)  when  he  ihall  not  be  fo. 

Whatever  parts  of  me  remain, 
Thofe  parts  will  ftill  the  love  of  thee  retain  j 

For  'twas  not  only  in  my  heart. 

But,  like  a  God,  by  powerful  art 
'Twas  all  in  all,  and  all  in  every  part. 

My'  affeclion  no  more  perifh  can 
Than  the  firft  matter  that  conipounds  a  man. 

Hereafter,  if  one  dull  of  me 

Mix'd  with  another's  fubllance  be, 
*Twill  leaven  that  whole  lump  witli  love  of  thee. 

Let  Nature,  if  fhe  pleafe,  difjperfe 

My  atoms  over  all  the  univerfe ; 
At  the  laft  they  eafily  fhall 
Themfelves  know,  and  together  call  j 

For  thy  love,  like  a  mark,  is  flamp'd  on  all. 


Vol.  Vin.  D  LOVE 


3\ 


COWLEY 'S    POEMS. 


LOVE      AND      LIFE. 


O  W,  fure,  within  this  twelvemonth  paft, 
I  'ave  lov'd  at  lead  fome  twenty  years  or  more: 
Th'  account  of  Love  runs  much  more  faft 
Than  that  with  which  our  life  does  fcore : 
So,  though  my  life  be  fhort,  yet  I  may  prove 
The  great  Methufalem  of  Love. 

Not  that  Love's  hours  or  minutes  are 
Shorter  than  thofe  our  being  's  meafur'd  by; 

But  they  're  more  clofe  compaded  far. 

And  fo  in  lefler  .room  do  lie : 
Thin  airy  things  extend  themfelves  in  fpace^ 

Things  fblid  take  up  little  place. 

Yet  Love,,  alas  1  and  Life,  in  me. 
Are  not  two  feveral  things,  but  purely  one; 

At  once  how  can  there  in  it  be 

A  double,  different  motion  ? 
O  yes,  there  may ;  for  fo  the  felf-fame  fun 

At  once  does  flow  and  fvviftly  run : 

Swiftly  his  daily  journey  he  goes. 
But  treads  his  annual  with  a  llatelier  pace; 

And  does  three  hundred  rounds  enclofe 

Within  one  yearly  circle's  fpace ; 
At  once,  with  double  courfe  in  the  fame  fphere. 

He  runs  the  day,  and  walks  the  year. 

3  When 
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When  Soul  does  to  myfelf  refer, 
'Tis  then  my  life,  and  does  but  flowly  move ; 

But  when  it  does  relate  to  her. 

It  fwiftly  flies,  and  then  is  Love. 
Love  's  my  diurnal  courfe,  divided  right 

'Twixt  hope  and  fear — my  day  and  night. 

THE      BARGAIN. 

TA  K  E  heed,  take  heed>  thou  lovely  maid, 
Nor  be  by  glittering  ills  betray'd; 
Thyfelf  for  money  !  oh,  let  no  man  know 
The  price  of  beauty  fall'n  fo  low  ! 
What  dangers  ought'fl  thou  not  to  dread. 
When  love,  that 's  blind,  is  by  blind  Fortune  led  ? 

The  foolifh  Indian,  that  fells 

His  precious  gold  for  beads  and  bells. 
Does  a  more  wife  end  gainful  traffick  hold. 

Than  thou,  who  fell'ft  thyfelf  for  gold. 

What  gains  in  fuch  a  bargain  are  ? 
He  '11  in  thy  mines  dig  better  treafures  far. 

Can  gold,  alas  !  with  thee  compare  ? 

The  fun,  that  makes  it,  's  not  fo  fair; 
The  fun,  which  can  nor  make  nor  ever  fee 

A  thing  fo  beautiful  as  thee. 

In  all  the  journeys  he  does  pafs. 
Though  the  fea  ferv'd  him  for  a  looking-glafs. 

D  2  Bold 
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Bold  was  the- wretch  that  cheapen'd  thee  3 

Since  Magus,  none  fo  bold  as  he  : 
Thou  'rt  fo  divine  a  thing,  that  thee  to  buy 

Is  to  be  counted  fimony  ; 

Too  dear  he  '11  find  his  fordid  price 
Has  forfeited  that  and  the  Benefice. 

If  it  be  lawful  thee  to  buy. 

There  '3  none  can  pay  that  rate  but  I; 
Nothing-  on  earth  a  fitting  price  can  be. 

But  what  on  earth  's  moll  like  to  thee  ; 

And  that  my  heart  docs  only  bear ; 
For  there  thyfclf,  thy  very  felf  is  there. 

So  much  thyfclf  does  in  me  live. 

That,  when  it  for  thyfelf  I  give, 
'Tis  but  to  change  that  piece  of  gold  for  thii, 

Whofe  ftamp  and  value  equal  is  ; 
And,  tliat  full  weight  too  may  be  had. 
My  foul  and  body,  two  grains  more,  I  '11  adJ. 

THE      LONG      LIFE. 

LOVE  from  Time's  wings  hath  flol'n  the  featliers, 
fure 
He  has,  and  put  them  to  his  own ; 
For  hours  of  late  as  long  as  days  endure. 
And  very  minutes  hours  are  grown. 

The  various  motions  of  the  turning  year 

Belong  not  now  at  all  to  me : 
Each  fummer's  night  docs  Lucy's  now  appear. 

Each  winter's  day  St.  Barnaby. 

How 
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How  long  a  fpace  iuice  firfl:  I  lov'd  it  is  ! 

To  look  into  a  glafs  I  fear ; 
And  am  furpriz'd  with  wonder  when  I  mifs 

Grey-hairs  and  wrinkles  there. 

Th'  old  Patriarchs'  age,  and  not  their  happinefs  too. 

Why  does  hard  Fate  to  us  reilore  ? 
Why  does  Love's  fire  thus  to  mankind  renew. 

What  the  Flood  wafh'd  away  before  ? 

Sure  thofe  are  happy  people  that  complain 
O'  th'  fliortnefs  of  the  days  of  man: 

Contraft  mine.  Heaven  !  and  bring  thern  back  agaii> 
To  th'  ordinary  fpan. 

If  when  your  gift,  long  life,  I  difapprove, 

I  too  ingrateful  feem  to  be ; 
Punifh  me  juflly.  Heaven  ;  make  her  to  love. 

And  then  'twill  be  too  fhort  for  me. 

COUNSEL. 

ENTLY,  ah  gently,  madam,  touch 
The  wound  which  you  yourfelf  have  made  ; 
That  pain  muft  needs  be  very  much. 

Which  makes  me  of  your  hand  afraid. 
Cordials  of  pity  give  me  now. 
For  I  too  weak  for  purgings  grow. 

Do  but  awhile  with  patience  ftay 

(For  counfel  yet  will  do  no  good) 
Till  time,  and  reft,  and  Heaven,  allay 

The  violent  burnings  of  my  blood ; 

D  3  For 
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For  what  efFedl  from  this  can  flow. 
To  chide  men  drunk,  for  being  fo  ? 

Perliaps  the  phyfick  's  good  you  give, 
But  ne'er  to  me  can  ufeful  prove ; 

Medicines  may  cure,  but  not  revive ; 

And  I  'm  not  fick,  but  dead  in  love. 

In  Love's  hell,  not  his  world,  am  I ; 

At  once  I  live,  am  dead,  and  die. 

VVhat  new-found  rhetorick  is  thine  ! 

Ev'n  thy  difTuafions  me  perfuade. 
And  thy  great  power  does  cleareft  fhine. 

When  thy  commands  are  difobey'd. 
In  vain  thou  bid 'ft  me  to  forbear ; 
Obedience  were  rebellion  here. 

Thy  tongue  comes  in,  as  if  it  meant 

Againft  thine  eyes  t'  aflift  my  heart; 

But  different  far  was  his  intent. 

For  ftrait  the  traitor  took  their  part : 

And  by  this  new  foe  I  'm  bereft 

Of  all  that  little  which  was  left. 

The  aft,  I  muft  confefs,  was  wife. 

As  a  difhoneft  aft  could  be  : 
Well  knew  the  tongue,  alas  !   your  eyes 

Would  be  too  ftrong  for  that  and  me ; 
And  part  o'  th'  triumph  chofe  to  get. 
Rather  than  be  a  part  of  it. 


RE- 
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RESOLVED  TO  BE  BELOVED. 

•*/~T~*^IS  true,  I  'ave  lov'd  akeady  three  or  four, 
J.      And  fhall  three  or  four  hundred  morej 
I  '11  love  each  fair-one  that  I  fee. 
Till  I  find  one  at  lafl:  that  (hall  love  me. 

That  fhall  my  Canaan  be,  the  fatal  foil 

That  ends  my  vv  anderings  and  my  toil  : 
I  '11  fettle  there,  and  happy  grow ; 

The  country  does  with  milk  and  honey  flow- 

The  needle  trembles  fo,  and  turns  about. 

Till  it  the  northern  point  find  out ; 

But  conftant  then  and  fix'd  does  prove, 
Fix'd,  that  his  dearell  pole  as  foon  may  move. 

Then  may  my  vefTel  torn  and  Ihipwreck'd  be. 

If  it  put  forth  again  to  fea  ! 

It  never  more  abroad  fhall  roam, 
Though  't  could  next  voyage  bring  the  Indies  home. 

But  I  muft  fweat  in  love,  and  labour  yet. 

Till  I  a  competency  get^ 

They  're  flothful  fools  who  leave  a  trade. 
Till  they  a  moderate  fortune  by  't  have  made. 

Variety  I  afk  not ;  give  me  one 

To  live  perpetually  upon ; 

The  perfon  Love  does  to  us  fit, 
L\ke  manna,  has  the  taile  of  all  in  it. 

D4  THE 
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THE        SAME. 

FOR  Heaven's  fake,  what  d'  you  mean  to  do  i 
Keep  me,  or  let  me  go,  one  of  the  two ; 
Youth  and  warm  hours  let  me  not  idly  lofe. 
The  little  time  that  Love  docs  chufe : 
If  always  here  I  muft  not  ilay. 
Let  me  be  gone  whilft  yet  'tis  day ; 
Left  I,  faint  and  benighted,  lofe  my  way. 

'Tls  difmal,  one  fo  long  to  love 
In  vain ;  till  to  love  more  as  vain  muft  prove  ; 
To  hunt  fo  long  on  nimble  prey,  till  we 

Too  weary  to  take  others  be  : 

Alas  !  'tis  folly  to  remain. 

And  wafte  our  army  thus  in  vain. 
Before  a  city  which  will  ne'er  be  ta'en. 

At  feveral  hopes  wifely  to  fly. 
Ought  not  to  be  efteem'd  inconftancy; 
'Tis  more  inconftant  always  to  purfue 

A  thing  that  always  flies  from  you  ; 

For  that  at  laft  may  meet  a  bound. 

But  no  end  can  to  this  be  found, 
'Tis  nought  but  a  perpetual  fruitlefs  round. 

When  it  does  hardnefs  meet,  and  pride. 
My  love  does  then  rebound  t'  another  fide  j 
But,  if  it  aught  that  's  foft  and  yielding  hit. 
It  lodges  there,  and  ftays  in  it. 
Whatever  'tis  fliall  firft  love  me. 
That  it  my  heaven  may  truly  be  ; 
I'fhall  be  fure  to  trive  't  eternity. 

T  II  E 


C    41     ] 

THE      DISCOVERY. 

y  Heaven,  I  Ml  tell  her  boldly  that  'tis  fhej 
Why  fliould  fhe  afham'd  or  angry  be. 
To  be  belov'd  by  me? 
The  Gods  may  give  their  altars  o'er; 
They  '11  fmoak  but  feldom  any  more. 
If  none  but  happy  men  muil  them  adore. 

The  lightning,  which  tall  oaks  oppofe  in  vain. 

To  ftrike  fometimes  does  not  difdain 

The  humble  furzes  of  the  plain. 

She  being  fo  high,  and  I  fo  low. 

Her  power  by  this  does  greater  fhovv, 

Wlio  at  fuch  diflance  gives  fo  fure  a  blow. 

Compar'd  with  her,  all  things  fo  worthlefs  prove. 
That  nought  on  earth  can  tow'rds  her  move. 
Till 't  be  exalted  by  her  love. 
Equal  to  her,  alas !  there  's  none; 
She  like  a  Deity  is  grown ; 
That  mull  create,  or  elfe  muft  be  alone. 

If  there  be  man  v/ho  thinks  himfelf  fo  high. 
As  to  pretend  equality. 

He  defcrves  her  Icfs  than  I; 
For  he  would  cheat  for  his  relief; 
And  one  would  give,  with  lefler  grief, 
T'  an  undefcrvinof  be^-o-ar  than  a  thief. 


•  £>^ 
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AGAINST      FRUITION. 

NO;  thou  'rt  a  fool,  I  '11  fvvear,  if  e'er  thou  grant; 
Much  of  my  veneration  thou  mull  want. 
When  once  thy  kindnefs  puts  my  ignorance  out ; 
For  a  learn'd  age  is  always  leaft  devout. 
Keep  ftill  thy  dillance ;  for  at  once  to  me 
Goddefs  and  woman  too  thou  canft  not  be : 
Thou  'rt  queen  of  all  that  fees  thee,  and  as  fuch 
Mull  neither  tyrannize  nor  yield  too  much ; 
Such  freedoms  give  as  may  admit  command. 
But  keep  the  forts  and  magazines  in  hand. 
Thou  'rt  yet  a  whole  world  to  me,  and  doft  fill 
My  large  ambition;  but  'tis  dangerous  Hill, 
Left  1  like  the  Pella:an  prince  fhould  be. 
And  weep  for  other  worlds,  having  conquer'd  thee ; 
When  Love  has  taken  all  thou  haft  away. 
His  ftrength  by  too  much  riches  will  decay. 
Thou  in  my  fancy  doft  much  higher  Hand, 
Than  women  can  be  plac'd  by  Nature's  hand; 
And  I  muft  needs,  I  'm  fure,  a  lofer  be. 
To  change  thee,  as  thou  'rt  there,  for  very  thee. 
Thy  fweetnefs  is  fo  much  within  me  plac'd. 
That,  (hould'ft  thou  neftar  give,  'twould  fpoil  the  tafte. 
Beauty  at  firil  moves  wonder  and  delight; 
'Tis  Nature's  juggling  trick  to  cheat  the  fight. 
We'  admire  it  whilft  unknown ;  but  after,  more 
Admire  ourfelves  for  liking  it  before. 

Love, 
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Love,  like  a  greedy  hawk,  if  we  give  way. 
Does  over-gorge  himfelf  with  his  own  prey  ; 
Of  very  hopes  a  forfeit  he  '11  fuftain, 
Unlefs  by  fears  he  call  them  up  again : 
His  fpirit  and  fweetnefs  dangers  keep  alone; 
If  once  he  lofe  his  fling,  he  grows  a  drone. 

LOVE      UNDISCOVERED. 

O  A'l  E  others  may  with  fafety  tell 
The  moderate  flames  which  in  them  dwell ; 
And  either  find  fome  medicine  there. 
Or  cure  themfelves  ev'n  by  defpair ; 
My  love  's  fo  great,  that  it  might  prove 
Dangerous  to  tell  her  that  I  love. 

So  tender  is  my  wound,  it  muft  not  bear 

Any  falute,  though  of  the  kindeft  air. 

I  would  not  have  her  know  the  pain. 
The  torments,  for  her  I  fuftain  j 
Left  too  much  goodnefs  make  her  throw 
Her  love  upon  a  fate  too  low. 
Forbid  it.  Heaven  !   my  life  ftiould  be 
Weigh'd  with  her  leaft  conveniency  : 

No,  let  me  perifti  rather  with  my  grief. 

Than,  to  her  difadvantage,  find  relief! 

Yet  when  I  die,  my  laft  breath  fhall 
Grow  bold,  and  plainly  tell  her  all: 
Like  covetous  men,  who  ne'er  defcry 
Their  dear  hid-treafurcs  till  they  die. 

Ah 
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Ah,  fairefl:  maid  !  how  will  it  cheer 
My  ghoft,  to  get  from  thee  a  tear  ! 
But  take  heed  ;  for  if  me  thou  pitieft  then. 
Twenty  to  one  but  I  fhaJl  live  again. 

THE      GIVEN     HEART. 

I  Wonder  what  thofe  lovers  mean,  who  fay 
They  'ave  given  their  hearts  away : 
Some  good  kind  lover,  tell  me  how; 
For  mine  is  but  a  torment  to  me  now. 

If  fo  it  be  one  place  both  hearts  contain. 

For  what  do  they  complain  ? 

What  courtefy  can  Love  do  more. 
Than  to  join  hearts  that  parted  were  before  ? 

Woe  to  her  ftubborn  heart,  if  once  mine  come 

Into  the  felf-fame  room  ; 

'Twill  tear  and  blow  up  all  within. 
Like  a  granado  (hot  into'  a  magazine. 

Then  Hiall  Love  keep  the  afhes  and  torn  parts 

Of  both  our  broken-hearts  ; 

Shall  out  of  both  one  new  one  make. 
From  her's  th'  allay,  from  mine  the  metal,  take. 

For  of  her  heart  he  from  the  flames  will  find 

But  little  left  behind  : 

Mine  only  will  remain  entire  ; 
No  drofs  was  there,  to  perifh  in  the  fire. 


T  H  E 
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THE      PROPHEl'. 

TEACH  me  to  love  !  go  teach  thyfclf  more  wit; 
I  chief  profefTor  am  of  it. 
Teach  craft  to  Scots,  and  thrift  to  Jews, 
Teach  boldnefs  to  the  ftews  ; 

In  tyrants'  courts  teach  fupple  flattery; 

reach  Jefuits,  that  hav^e  travel'd  far,  to  lye; 
Teach  fire  to  burn,  and  winds  to  blow. 
Teach  refllefs  fountains  how  to  flow. 
Teach  the  dull  earth  fixt  to  abide. 

Teach  woman-kind  inconftancy  and  pride  : 

See  if  your  diligence  here  will  ufeful  prove  ; 

But,  pr'ythee,  teach  not  me  to  love. 

The  God  of  Love,  if  fuch  a  thing  there  be. 

May  learn  to  love  from  me ; 

He  who  does  boaft  that  he  has  been 

In  every  heart  fmce  Adam's  fin ; 
I  '11  lay  my  life,  nay  miftrefs,  on  't,  that  's  more, 
I  '11  teach  liim  things  he  never  knew  before ; 

I  '11  teach  him  a  receipt,  to  make 

Words  that  weep,  and  tears  that  fpeak ; 

I  '11  teach  him  fighs,  like  thofe  in  death. 
At  which  the  fouls  go  out  too  with  the  breath  ; 
Still  the 'foul  flays,  yet  flill  dees  from  me  run. 

As  light  and  heat  does  with  the  fun. 

'Tis  I  who  Love's  Columbus  am ;  'tis  I 
Who  muft  new  worlds  in  it  defcry ; 

Rich 
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Rich  worlds,  that  yield  of  treafure  more 
Than  all  that  has  been  known  before. 

And  yet  like  his,  I  fear,  my  fate  maft  be. 

To  find  them  out  for  others,  not  for  me. 
Me  times  to  come,  I  know  it,  Ihall 
Love's  laft  and  greateft  prophet  call ; 
But,  ah  !  what 's  that,  if  Ihe  refufe. 

To  hear  the  wholefome  doftrines  of  my  Mufe  ; 

If  to  my  (hare  the  prophet's  fate  muft  come  — 
Hereafter  fame,  here  m.artyrdom  ? 

THE     RESOLUTION; 

TH  E  devil  take  thofe  foolifh  men 
Who  gave  you  firft  fuch  powers; 
We  flood  on  even  grounds  till  then ; 
If  any  odds,  creation  made  it  ours. 

For  fhame,  let  thefc  weak  chains  be  broke; 

Let 's  our  flight  bonds,  like  Samfon,  tear ; 

And  nobly  caft  away  that  yoke, 
Wliich  we  nor  our  forefathers  e'er  could  bear. 

French  laws  forbid  the  female  reign ; 
Yet  Love  does  them  to  flavery  draw : 
Alas  !  if  we  '11  our  rights  maintain, 

'Tis  ail  mankind  muft  make  a  Salique  lawi 


CALLED 
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CALLED    INCONSTANT. 

HA  !  ha  !  you  think  you  've  kill'd  my  fame. 
By  this  not  underftood,  yet  common,  name; 
A  name  that  's  full  and  proper,  when  aflign'd 
To  woman-kind ; 
But,  when  you  call  us  fo. 
It  can  at  beft  but  for  a  metaphor  go. 

Can  you  the  fhore  inconftant  call. 
Which  ftill,  as  waves  pafs  by,  embraces  all ; 
That  had  as  lief  the  fame  waves  always  love. 

Did  they  not  from  him  move  ? 

Or  can  you  fault  with  pilots  find 
For  changing  courfe,  yet  never  blame  the  wind  ? 

Since,  drunk  with  vanity,  you  fell. 
The  things  turn  round  to  you  that  fledfaft  dvvell ; 
And  you  yourfelf,  who  from  us  take  your  flight. 

Wonder  to  find  us  out  of  fight. 

So  the  fame  error  feizes  you. 
As  men  in  motion  think  the  trees  move  too. 


THE     WELCOME. 

GO,  let  the  fatted  calf  be  kill'd ; 
My  prodigal  's  come  home  at  laft. 
With  noble  refolutions  fiU'd, 

And  fill'd  with  forrow  for  the  paft: 


Na 
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No  more  will  burn  with  love  or  wine ; 
But  quite  has  left  his  women  and  his  fwine. 

Welcome,  ah  !  welcome,  my  poor  heart  ! 

Welcome  !   1  little  thought,  I  '11  fwear 
('Tis  now  fo  long  fmce  we  did  part) 

Ever  again  to  fee  thee  here : 

Dear  wanderer !  lince  from  me  you  fled. 
How  often  have  I  heard  tliat  thou  v/ert  dead  I 

Haft  thou  not  found  each  woman's  breaft 
(The  lands  where  thou  haft  travelled) 

Either  by  favages  pofleft, 
Or  wild  and  uninhabited  ? 
What  joy  could'ft  take,  or  what  repcfj. 

In  countries  fo  unciviliz'd  as  thofe  ? 

Luft,  the  fcorchlng  dog-ftar,  here 
Rages  with  immoderate  heat; 

Whilft  pride,  the  rugged  Northern  bear. 
In  others  makes  the  cold  too  great: 
And,  where  thefe  are  temperate  known. 

The  foil  's  all  barren  fand  or  rocky  ftone. 

When  once  or  twice  you  chanc'd  to  view 

A  rich,  well-govern'd  heart. 
Like  China,  it  admitted  you 

But  to  the  frontier-part. 

From  Paradife  fliut  for  evermore. 
What  good  is  't  that  an  angel  kept  the  door? 


Weir 
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Well  fare  the  pride,  and  the  difdain. 

And  vanities,  with  beauty  join'd; 
I  ne'er  had  feen  this  heart  again, 

If  any  fair-one  had  been  kind  : 

My  dove,  but  once  let  loofe,  I  doubt 
Would  ne'er  return,  had  not  the  flood  been  out. 


THE    HEART    FLED    AGAIN. 

'  A  L  S  E,  foolifli  heart  1  did  ft  thou  not  fay. 
That  thou  would'ft  never  leave  me  more  ? 
Behold  !   again  'tis  fled  away. 
Fled  as  far  from  me  as  before. 
I  ftrove  to  bring  it  back  again ; 
I  cry'd  and  hollow'd  after  it  in  vain. 

Ev'n  fo  the  gentle  Tyrlan  dame. 

When  neither  grief  nor  love  prevail. 
Saw  the  dear  objeft  of  her  flame, 

Th'  ingratcfiil  Trojan,  hoill:  his  fail: 

Aloud  flie  call'd  to  him  to  flay; 
The  wind  bore  him  and  her  loft  words  away. 

The  doleful  Ariadne  fo. 

On  the  wide  Ihore  forfakcn  flood  : 
"  Falfe  Thefeus,  whither  doft  thou  go  ?" 

Afar  falfe  Thefeus  cut  the  flood. 

But  Bacchus  came  to  her  relief; 
Bacchus  himfelf 's  too  weak  to  eafe  my  grief. 

Vol.  VIII,  E  Ah 
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Ah  !  fenfelefs  heart,  to  take  no  reft. 

But  travel  thus  eternally  ! 
Thus  to  be  froz'n  in  every  breaft ! 

And  to  be  fcorch'd  in  every  eye  ! 

Wandering  about  like  wretched  Cain, 
Thruft-out,  ill-us'd,  by  all,  but  by  none  (lain  \ 

Well,  fince  thou  wilt  not  here  remain, 
I  'll  e'en  to  live  without  thee  try  ; 

My  head  fhall  take  the  greater  pain. 
And  all  thy  duties  Ihall  fupply : 
I  cart  more  eafily  live,  I  know. 

Without  thee,  than  without  a  miftrefs  thou. 


WOMEN'S     SUPERSTITION. 

OR  I  'm  a  very  dunce,  or  woman-kind 
Is  a  moil  unintelligible  thing  : 
I  can  no  fenfe  nor  no  contexture  find. 
Nor  their  loofe  parts  to  method  bring : 
I  know  not  what  the  learn'd  may  fee. 
But  they  're  ftrange  Hebrew  things  to  me. 

By  cuftoms  and  traditions  they  live, 

And  foolilh  ceremonies  of  antique  date  ; 

We  lovers,  new  and  better  doftrines  give. 
Yet  they  continue  obftinatc  : 
Preach  we.  Love's  prophets,  what  we  will. 
Like  Jews,  they  keep  their  old  Jaw  ftill. 

Before 
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Before  their  mothers'  Gods  they  fondly  fall. 
Vain  idol-gods,  that  have  no  fenfe  nor  mind : 
Honour  's  their  Alhtaroth,  and  pride  their  Baal, 

The  thundering  Baal  of  woman-kind  : 

With  twenty  other  devils  more, 

Which  they,  as  we  do  them,  adore. 

But  tlien,  like  men  both  covetous  and  devout, 
Tlieir  coftly  fuperftition  loth  t'  omit — 
And  yet  more  loth  to  iflue  monies  out. 

At  tlieir  own  charge  to  furnifn  it — 

To  thefe  expenfive  Deities 

The  hearts  of  men  they  facrlfiee. 


THE       SOUL. 

SOME  dull  philofopher — when  he  hears  me  fay 
My  foul  is  from  me  fled  away. 
Nor  has  of  late  inform'd  my  body  here. 
But  in  another's  breaft  does  lie. 
That  neither  is,  nor  will  be,  I, 
As  a  form  fervient  and  aflifting  there- 
Will  cry,  "  Abfurd  !"  and  aflc  me  hov/  I  live; 

And  fyllogifms  againft  it  give. 
A  curfe  on  all  your  vain  pliilofophies. 

Which  on  weak  Nature's  law  depend. 
And  know  not  how  to  comprehend 
Love  and  Religion,  thofe  great  myfteries  ! 

E  2  H«r 
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Her  body  is  my  foul ;  laugh  not  at  this. 
For  by  my  life  I  fwear  it  is. 

'Tis  that  preferves  my  being  and  my  breath  ; 
From  tliat  proceeds  all  that  I  do. 
Nay  all  my  thoughts  and  fpeeches  too  > 

And  feparation  from  it  is  my  death* 

ECHO. 

TI R. '  D  with  the  rough  denials  of  my  pra)'er. 
From  that  hard  fhe  whom  I  obey; 
I  come,  and  find  a  nymph  much  gentler  here^ 
That  gives  confent  to  all  I  fay. 
Ah,  gentle  nymph  !   who  lik'ft  fo  well 
In  hollow,  folitary  caves  to  dwell ; 

Her  heart  being  fuch,  into  it  go. 
And  do  but  once  from  thence  anfsver  me  fo  ! 

Complaifant  nymph!  who  doll  thus  kindly  fliare 

In  griefs  whofe  caufe  thou  doft  not  know ; 
Hadft  thou  but  eyes,  as  well  as  tongue  and  ear. 

How  much  companion  wouldll  thou  fhow  ! 

Thy  flame,  whilft  living,  or  a  flower. 
Was  of  lefs  beauty,  and  lefs  ravilhing  power. 

Alas  !   I  might  as  eafily 
Paint  thee  to  her,  as  defcribe  her  to  thee. 

By  repercuflion  beams  engender  fire ; 

Shapes  by  reflcdion  ihapes  beget; 
The  voice  itfclf,  when  ftopt,  does  back  retire. 

And  a  new  voice  is  made  by  it. 

Thw. 
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Thus  things  by  oppofldon 
The  gainers  grow ;  my  barren  love  alone 

Does  from  her  ftony  breaft  rebound. 
Producing  neither  image,  fire,  nof  found. 

THE      RICH     RIVAL. 

THEY  fay  you  're  angry,  and  rant  mightily, 
Becaufe  I  love  the  fame  as  you : 
Alas !  you  're  very  rich,  'tis  true ; 
But,  pr'ythee,  fool !  what 's  that  to  Love  and  me  ? 

You  'ave  land  and  money,  let  that  ferve ; 
And  know  you  'ave  more  by  that  than  you  defervc. 

When  next  I  fee  my  fair-one,  fhe  Ihall  know 

How  worthlefs  thou  art  of  her  bed ; 

And,  wretch  !  I  '11  flrike  thee  dumb  and  dead. 
With  noble  verfe  not  underftood  by  you ; 

Whilft  thy  fole  rhetorick  ftiall  be 
"  Jointure"  and  "jewels,"  and  "our  friends  agree,'* 

Pox  o'  your  friends,  that  doat  and  domineer ; 

Lovers  are  better  friends  than  they : 

Let's  thofe  in  other  things  obey; 
The  Fates,  and  Stars,  and  Gods,  muft  govern  here. 

Vain  names  of  blood  !   in  love  let  none 
Advife  with  any  blood,  but  with  their  own. 

'Tis  that  which  bids  me  this  bright  maid  adore ; 

No  other  thought  has  had  accefs ! 

Did  fhe  now  beg,  I  'd  love  no  lefs. 
And,  were  fhe  an  emprefs,  I  fliould  love  no  more ; 

E  3  Were 
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Were  fhe  as  juft  and  true  to  me. 
Ah,  fimple  foul !  what  would  become  of  tlice  ; 

AGAINST      HOPE. 

HOPE!  whofe  weak  being  ruin'd  is. 
Alike,  if  it  fucceed,  and  if  it  mifs ; 
Whom  good  or  ill  does  equally  confound. 
And  both  the  horns  of  Fate's  dilemma  wound  : 

\''ain  fiiadow  !  whicli  doft  vanilh  quite, 

Botlv  at  full  noon  and  perfedl  night ! 
The  ftars  have  not  a  poffibility 

Of  bleffing  thee ; 
If  things  then  from  their  end  we  happy  call, 
'Tis  Hope  is  the  moft  hopelefs  thing  of  all. 

Hope  !   thou  bold  tafter  of  delight. 
Who,  whilft  thou  fhould'ft  but  tafte,  devour 'ft  it  quite  ! 
Thou  bring'ft  us  an  eftate,  yet  leav'll;  us  poor. 
By  clogging  it  with  legacies  before  ! 

The  joys  which  we  entire  fhould  wed. 

Come  deflower'd  virgins  to  our  bed  ; 
Good  fortunes  without  gain  imported  be. 

Such  mighty  cuflom  's  paid  to  thee. 
For  joy,  like  wine,  kept  clofe  docs  better  tafte ; 
If  it  take  air  before,  its  fpirits  wafte. 

Hope  1   Fortune's  cheating  lottery  ! 
Where  for  one  prize  an  hundred  blanks  there  be; 
Fond  archer,  Hope  !  who  tak'ft  thy  r.im  fo  far. 
That  ftill  or  ftiort  or  wide  thine  arrows  are  ! 

Thin, 
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Thin,  empty  cloud,  which  th'  eye  deceives 
With  (hapes  that  our  own  fancy  gives  I 

A  cloud,  which  gilt  and  painted  now  appears. 
But  muft  drop  prefently  in  tears ! 

When  thy  falfe  beams  o'er  Reafon's  light  prevail. 

By  Ignes  Fatui  for  North-ftars  we  fail. 

Brother  of  Fear,  more  gayly  clad  ! 
The  merrier  fool  o'  th'  two,  yet  quite  as  mad: 
Sire  of  Repentance  !   child  of  fond  Defire  ! 
That  blow'ft  the  chemics',  and  the  lovers',  fire. 

Leading  them  ftill  infenfibly'  on 

By  the  ftrange  witchcraft  of"  anon  1" 
By  thee  the  one  docs  changing  Nature,  through 

Her  endlefs  labyrinths,  purfue ; 
And  th'  other  chaces  Woman,  whilft  Ihe  goes 
More  ways  and  turns  than  hunted  Nature  knows. 

FOR        HOPE. 

HOPE!  of  all  ills  that  men  endure. 
The  only  cheap  and  univerfal  cure  ! 
Thou  captive's  freedom,  and  thou  fick  man's  health ! 
Thou  Ibfer's  vidtory,  and  thou  beggar's  wealth  ! 
Thou  manna,  which  from  heaven  we  eat. 
To  every  tafle  a  feveral  meat ! 
Thou  ftrong  retreat !  thou  fure-entall'd  eftate. 
Which  nought  has  power  to  alienate  ! 
Thou  pleafant,  honeft  flatterer  !   for  none 
Flatter  unhappy  men,  but  thou  alone  ! 

E  4  Hope! 
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Hope  !  t]iou  firft-fruits  of  happincfs ! 
Thou  gentle  dawning  of  a  bright  fuccefi  ! 
Thou  good  preparative,  without  which  our  joy 
Does  work  too  firong,  and,  whilil  it  cures,  deftroy  ! 

Who  out  of  Fortune's  reach  doft  (land. 

And  art  a  blefling  flill  in  hand  ! 
Whilft  thee,  her  earneft-money,  we  retain. 

We  certain  are  to  gain. 
Whether  flie  'her  bargain  break,  or  elfe  fulfil ; 
Thou  only  good,  not  worfe  for  ending  ill ! 

Brother  of  Faith  !  'twixt  whom  and  thee 
The  joys  of  heaven  and  earth  divided  be  ! 
Though  Faith  be  heir,  and  have  the  fixt  eftate. 
Thy  portion  yet  in  moveables  is  great. 

Happinefs  itfelf 's  all  one 

In  thee,  or  in  poffeflion  ! 
Only  the  future  's  thine,  the  prefent  his ! 

Thine  's  the  more  hard  and  noble  blifs : 
Beft  apprehender  of  our  joys !  which  haft 
So  long  a  reach,  and  yet  canll  hold  fo  faft  ! 

Hope  !  thou  fad  lovers'  only  friend ! 
Thou  Way,  that  may'ft  difpute  it  with  the  End ! 
For  Love,  .1  fear,  's  a  fruit  that  does  delight 
The  tafte  itfelf  lefs  than  the  fmell  and  fight. 

Fruition  more  deceitful  is 

Than  thou  canft  be,  when  thou  dofl:  mifs ; 
Men  leave  thee  by  obtaining,  and  ftrait  flee 

Some  other  way  again  to  thee ; 

And 
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And  that 's  a  pleafant  country,  without  doubt. 
To  which  all  foon  return  that  travel  out. 


LOVE'S     INGRATITUDE. 

I  Little  thought,  thou  fond  ingrateful  fin  I 
When  firil  I  let  thee  in. 
And  gave  thee  but  a  part 
In  my  unwary  heart. 
That  tiK)u  would 'ft  e'er  have  grown 
So  falfe  or  ftrong  to  make  it  all  thine  own. 

At  mine  own  breaft  with  care  I  fed  thee  dill. 

Letting  thee  fuck  thy  fill ; 

And  daintily  I  nourifh'd  thee 

With  idle  thoughts  and  poetry  ! 

What  ill  returns  doft  thou  allow  !  — 
I  fed  thee  then,  and  thou  dolt  ftarve  me  now. 

There  was  a  time  when  thou  wail  cold  and  chill. 

Nor  hadft  the  power  of  doing  ill ; 

Into  my  bofom  did  I  take 

This  frozen  and  benumbed  fnake. 

Not  fearing  from  it  any  harm ; 
But  now  it  flings  that  breaft  which  made  it  warm. 

What  curfed  weed  's  this  Love !  but  one  grain  fow. 
And  the  whole  field  'twill  overgrow ; 
Strait  will  it  choak  up  and  devour 
Each  wholefome  herb  and  beauteous  flower ! 

Nay, 
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Nay,  unlefs  fomething  foon  I  do, 
*Twill  kill,  I  fear,  my  very  laurel  too. 

But  new  all  's  gone — I  now,  alas !  complain. 
Declare,  proteft,  and  threat,  in  vain ; 
Since,  by  my  own  unforc'd  confent. 
The  traitor  has  my  government. 
And  is  fo  fettled  in  the  throne. 

That  'twere  rebellion  now  to  claim  mine  own. 


THE       FRAILTY. 

I  Know  'tis  fordid,  and  'tis  low 
(All  this  as  well  as  you  I  know) 
Whicli  I  fo  hotly  now  purfuc 
(I  know  all  this  as  well  as  you) ; 
But,  whilft  this  curfed  flelh  I  bear. 
And  all  the  weakncfs  and  the  baftncfs  there, 
Alas !   alas !  it  wDl  be  always  fo. 

In  vain,  exceedingly  in  vain, 
J  rage  fometimes,  and  bite  my  chain ; 
Yet  to  what  purpofe  do  I  bite 
With  teeth  which  ne'er  will  break  it  quite : 
For,  if  the  chiefeft  Chriftian  Head 
Was  by  this  fturdy  tyrant  buffeted. 
What  wonder  is  it  if  weak  I  be  flain  ? 


COLD 
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COLDNESS. 

AS  water  fluid  is,  till  it  do  grow 
Solid  and  fixt  by  cold; 
So  in  warm  feafons  Love  does  loofely  flow; 

Froft  only  can  it  hold  : 
A  woman's  rigour  and  difdain 
Does  his  fwift  courfe  reftrain. 

Though  conftant  and  confillent  now  it  be. 

Yet,  when  kind  beams  appear. 
It  melts,  and  glides  apace  into  the  fea. 

And  lofes  itfelf  there. 
So  the  fun's  amorous  play 
KifTes  the  ice  away. 

You  may  in  vulgar  loves  find  always  this ; 

But  my  fubllantial  love 
Of  a  more  f.rm  and  perfedl  nature  is  ; 

No  weathers  can  it  move : 
Though  heat  diffolve  the  ice  again. 
The  cryftal  folid  does  remain. 

ENJOYMENT. 

THEN  like  feme  wealthy  ifland  thou  Ihalt  lie. 
And  like  the  fea  about  it,  I ; 
Thou,  like  fair  Albion  to  the  failors'  fight. 
Spreading  her  beauteous  bofom  all  in  white ; 

Like  the  kind  Ocean  I  will  be. 
With  loving  arms  for  ever  clafping  thee. 

But 
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But  I  '11  embrace  thee  gentlier  far  than  fo  ; 

As  their  frefh  banks  foft  rivers  do : 
Nor  fhall  the  proudcll:  planet  boafl:  a  power 
Of  making  my  full  love  to  ebb  one  hour ; 

It  never  dry  or  low  can  prove, 
Whilft  thy  unwafted  fountain  feeds  my  love. 

Such  heat  and  vigour  fhall  our  kifles  bear. 
As  if  like  doves  we  'engendered  there : 

No  bound  nor  rule  my  pleafures  fliall  endure. 

In  love  there  's  none  too  much  an  Epicure : 
Nought  fliall  my  hands  or  lips  control  ; 

I  '11  kifs  thee  through,  I  '11  kifs  thy  very  foul. 

Yet  nothing  but  the  night  our  fports  fliall  know ; 

Night,  that  's  both  blind  and  filent  too  ! 
Alpheus  found  not  a  more  fecret  trace. 
His  lov'd  Sicaniaa  fountain  to  embrace. 

Creeping  fo  far  beneath  the  fea. 
Than  I  will  do  t'  enjoy  and  feaft  on  thee. 

Men,  out  of  wifdom;  women,  out  of  pride. 
The  pleafant  thefts  of  love  do  hide  : 

That  may  fecure  thee ;  but  thou  'aft  yet  from  me 

A  more  infallible  fccurity  ; 

For  there  's  no  danger  I  fliould  tell 

The  joys  which  are  to  me  unfpeakable. 


SLEEP 


I 
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SLEEP. 
N  vain,  thou  drowfy  God  !  I  thee  invoke; 


For  thou,  who  doft  from  fumes  arife  — 
Thou,  who  ma.n's  foul  doll  overfhade 
With  a  thick  cloud  by  vapours  made  — 

Canft  have  no  power  to  Ihut  his  eyes. 

Or  paffage  of  his  fpirits  to  choke, 

Whofe  flame  's  fo  pure  that  it  fends  up  no  fmoke. 

Yet  how  do  tears  but  from  fome  vapours  rife  ? 
Tears,  that  bewinter  all  my  year  ? 
The  fate  of  Egypt  I  fuftain. 
And  never  feel  the  dew  of  rain. 
From  clouds  which  in  the  head  appear; 
But  all  my  too  much  moifture  owe 
To  overflowings  of  the  heart  below. 

Thou,  who  doll  men  (as  nights  to  colours  do) 
Bring  all  to  an  equality ! 

Come,  thou  juft  God  !  and  equal  me 
Awhile  to  my  difdainful  She  : 
In  that  condition  let  me  lie. 
Till  Love  does  me  the  favour  flxew: 
Love  equals  all  a  better  way  than  you. 

Then  never  more  fhalt  thou  b'  invok'd  by  me; 
Watchful  as  fpirits  and  Gods  I  '11  prove ; 
Let  her  but  grant,  and  then  will  I 
Thee  and  thy  kinfman  Death  defy; 
For,  betwixt  thee  and  them  that  love. 
Never  will  an  agreement  be  ; 
Thou  fccrn'ft  th'  unhappy,  and  the  happy,  thee  ! 

BEAUTY, 
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BEAUTY. 

BEAUTY  !  thou  wild  fantaftic  ape, 
Who  doft  in  every  country  change  thy  fhape ! 
Here  black,  there  brown,  here  tawny,  and  there  white; 
Thou  flatterer  !   which  comply'fl:  with  every  fight  ! 

Thou  Babel,  which  confound'fl  the  eye 
With  unintelligible  variety  1 

Who  haft  no  certain  What,  nor  Where ; 
But  vary'ft  ftill,  and  doft  thyfelf  declare 
Inconftant,  as  thy  ftic-profeflbrs  are. 

Beauty  !   Love's  fcene  and  mafquerade. 
So  gay  by  well-plac'd  lights  and  diftance  made ; 
Falfe  coin,  with  which  th'  importer  cheats  us  ftill ; 
The  ftamp  and  colour  good,  but  metal  ill  ! 

Which  light  or  bafe  we  find,  when  we 
Weigh  by  enjoyment,  and  examine  thee  ! 

For,  though  thy  being  be  but  fhow, 
*Ti$  chiefly  night  which  men  to  thee  allow  : 
And  chufe  t'  enjoy  thee,  when  thou  leaft  art  Thou. 

Beauty  !   thou  aftive,  paffive  ill  ! 
V/hich  dy'ft  thyfelf  as  faft  as  thou  doft  kill  ! 
Thou  tulip,  who  thy  ftock  in  paint  doft  wafte. 
Neither  for  phyfic  good,  nor  fmell,  nor  tafte. 

Beauty  !  whofe  flames  but  meteors  are, 
Short-liv'd  and  low,  though  thou  would'ft  feem  a  ftar; 

Who  dar'ft  not  thine  own  home  defcry. 
Pretending  to  dwell  richly  in  the  eye. 
When  thou,  alas  !  doft  in  the  fancy  lie. 

Beauty  ! 


B    E    A    U    T    V.  63 

Beauty  !  whofe  conquefts  ftill  are  made 
O'er  hearts  by  cowards  kept,  or  elfe  betray 'd ; 
Weak  vidlor  !   who  thyfelf  dcftroy'd  muft  be 
When  Sicknefs  ftorms,  or  Time  befieges  thee  ! 

Thou  'umvholefome  thaw  to  frozen  age  ! 
Thou  ftrong  wine,  which  youth's  fever  doft  enrage  ! 

Thou  tyrant,  which  leav'ft  no  man  free  ! 
Thou  fubtle  thief,  from  whom  nought  fafe  can  be  '. 
Thou  murderer,  which  haft  kill'd,  and  devil,  which 
would'ft  damn  me  ! 

THE      PARTING. 

AS  men  in  Greenland  left  beheld  the  fun 
From  their  horizon  run. 
And  thought  upon  the  fad  half-year 
Of  cold  and  darknefs  they  muft  fuffer  there : 

So  on  my  parting  miftrefs  did  I  look; 

With  fuch  fwoln  eyes  my  farewell  took ; 

Ah,  my  fair  ftar  !  faid  I ; 
Ah,  thofe  bleft  lands  to  which  bright  Thou  doft  fly  ! 

la  vain  the  men  of  learning  comfort  me. 
And  fay  I  'm  in  a  v/arm  degree ; 
Say  what  they  pleafe,  I  fay  and  Avear 

'Tis  beyond  eighty'  at  leaft,  if  you  're  not  here. 

It  is,  it  is ;  I  tremble  with  the  froft. 

And  know  that  I  the  day  have  loft ; 

And  thofe  wild  things  which  men  they  call, 

I  find  to  be  but  bears  or  foxes  all. 

Return, 
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Return,  return,  gay  planet  of  mine  Eaft, 

Of  all  that  fhines  thou  much  the  beft  ! 
And,  as  thou  now  defcend'fl:  to  fea. 

More  fair  and  frefh  rife  up  from  thence  to  me  ! 

Thou,  who  in  many  a  propriety. 

So  truly  art  the  fun  to  me. 

Add  one  more  likenefs  (which  I  'm  fure  you  can) 
And  let  me  and  my  fun  beget  a  man  ! 

MY      PICTURE. 

HERE,  take  my  likenefs  with  you,  whilft  'tis  fo;      ^ 
For,  when  from  hence  you  go. 
The  next  fun's  rifmg  will  behold 
Me  pale,  and  lean,  and  old  : 
The  man  who  did  this  pifture  draw. 
Will  fvvear  next  day  my  face  he  never  faw, 

I  really  believe,  within  a  while. 

If  you  upon  this  fhadow  fmile. 

Your  prefence  will  fuch  vjgour  give 

(Your  prefence,  which  makes  all  things  live !) 

And  abfence  fo  much  alter  me. 
This  will  the  fubftance,  I  the  Ihadow,  be. 

When  from  your  well-wrought  cabinet  you  take  it. 

And  your  bright  looks  awake  it. 

Ah  !  be  not  frighted  if  you  fee 

The  new-foul'd  pidure  gaze  on  thee. 

And  hear  it  breathe  a  figh  or  two ; 
For  thofe  are  the  firft  things  that  it  will  do. 

3  My 
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My  rival -image  will  be  then  thought  bleft. 

And  laugh  at  me  as  difpoflell ; 

But  thou,  who  (if  I  know  thee  right) 

I'  th'  fubftance  doil  not  much  delight. 

Wilt  rather  fend  again  for  me. 
Who  then  (hall  but  my  pidure's  pifture  be. 

THE    CONCEALMENT. 

NO ;  to  what  purpofe  Ihould  I  fpeak  ? 
No,  wretched  heart  !   fwell  till  you  break. 

She  cannot  love  me  if  fhe  would ; 
And.,  to  fay  truth,  'twere  pity  that  fhe  fhould. 

No  ;  to  the  grave  thy  forrows  bear  j 

As  filent  as  they  will  be  there ; 
Since  that  lov'd  hand  this  mortal  v/ound  does  give. 

So  handfomely  the  thing  contrive. 

That  (he  may  guiltlefs  of  it  live; 

So  perilh,  that  her  killing  thee 
May  a  chance-medley,  and  no  murder,  be<. 

'Tis  nobler  much  for  me,  that  I 

By'  her  beauty,  not  her  anger,  die : 

This  will  look  juftly,  and  become 
An  execution;  that,  a  martyrdom. 

The  cenfuring  world  will  ne'er  refrain 

From  judging  men  by  thunder  flain. 
5he  muft  be  angry,  fare,  if  I  fhould  be 

So  bold  to  afk  her  to  make  me. 

By  being  her's,  happier  than  fhe  ! 

I  will  not ;  'tis  a  milder  fate 
To  fall  by  her  not  loving,  than  her  hate. 

Vol.  VIII.  f  And 
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And  yet  this  death  of  mine,  I  fear. 

Will  ominous  to  her  appear ; 

When,  found  in  every  other  part. 
Her  facrifice  is  found  without  an  heart ; 

For  the  lall  tempcll  of  my  death 

Shall  figh  out  that  too  with  my  breath. 
Then  fhall  the  world  my  noble  ruin  fee. 

Some  pity  and  feme  envy  me  ; 

Then  flie  herfelf,  the  mighty  fhe. 

Shall  grace  my  funerals  with  this  truth ; 
"  'Twas  only  Love  deilroy'd  the  gentle  youth  !" 

THE      MONOPOLY. 

WHAT  mines  of  fulphur  in  my  breaft  do  lie. 
That  feed  th'  eternal  burnings  of  my  heart  ! 
Not  JEtna.  flames  more  fierce  or  conltantly. 
The  founding  Hiop  of  Vulcan's  fmoky  art : 
Vulcan  his  fliop  has  placed  there. 
And  Cupid's  forge  is  fet-up  here. 

Here  all  thofe  arrows'  mortal  heads  are  made. 
That  fly  fo  thick  unfeen  through  yielding  air; 
The  Cyclops  here,  which  labour  at  the  trade. 
Are  Jealoufy,  Fear,  Sadnefs,  and  Defpair. 

Ah,  cruel  God  !   and  why  to  mc 

Gave  you  this  curil  monopoly? 

I  have  the  trouble,  not  the  gains,  of  it  : — 
Give  me  but  the  difpofal  of  one  dart. 
And  then  (1  '11  alk  no  other  benefit) 
Heat  as  you  pleafe  your  furnace  in  my  lieart : 

So 


THE     MONOPOLY.  67 

So  fweet  's  revenge  to  me,  that  I 
Upon  my  foe  would  gladly  die. 

Deep  into'  lier  bofom  would  I  ftrike  the  dart. 
Deeper  than  woman  e'er  was  ftruck  by  thee; 
Thou  giv'il  them  fmall  wounds,   ajid   (o   far   from 

th'  heart. 
They  flutter  flill  about,  inconftantly  : 

Curfe  on  thy  goodnefs,  whom  we  find 

Civil  to  none  but  woman-kind  ! 
Vain  God !  who  women  doll  thyfelf  adore  ! 
Their  wounded  hearts  do  Hill  retain  the  powers 
To  travel  and  to  wander,  as  before  : 
Thy  broken  arrows  'twixt  that  fex  and  ours 

So  'unjuftly  are  diftributed. 

They  take  the  feathers,  we  the  head, 

THE      DISTANCE. 

'  V  E  followed  thee  a  year,  at  leaft. 
And  never  ftopp'd  myfelf  to  reft ; 
But  yet  can  thee  o'ertake  no  more 
Than  this  day  can  the  day  that  went  before. 

In  this  our  fortunes  equal  prove 
To  ftars,  which  govern  them  above ; 
Our  ftars,  that  move  for  ever  round. 
With  the  fame  diftance  ftUl  betwixt  them  found. 

In  vain,  alas  !  in  vain  I  ftrive 
The  wheel  of  Fate  fafter  to  drive ; 
Since,  if  around  it  fwiftlier  fly, 
She  in  it  mends  her  pace  as  much  as  I. 

F  2  Hearts 
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Hearts  by  Lov^e  ftrangely  ftiufHed  are. 
That  there  can  never  meet  a  pair  1 
Tamelier  than  worms  are  lovers  flain ; 
The  wounded  heart  ne'er  turns,  to  wound  again. 

THE      INCREASE. 

T  Thought,  I  '11  fwear,  I  could  have  lov'd  no  more 
■*■     Than  I  had  done  before ; 

But  you  as  eafily  might  account 
Till  to  the  top  of  numbers  you  amount. 

As  caft  up  my  love's  fcore. 

Ten  thoufand  millions  was  the  fum ; 
Millions  of  endlefs  millions  are  to  come. 

I  *m  fure  her  beauties  cannot  greater  grow; 

Why  Ihould  my  love  do  fo  ? 

A  real  caufe  at  firft  did  move ; 
But  mine  own  fancy  now  drives -on  my  love. 

With  ihadows  from  itfelf  that  flow. 

My  love,  as  wc  in  numbers  fee. 
By  cyphers  is  increas'd  eternally. 

So  the  new-made  and  untry'd  fphercs  above 

Took  their  firfl;  turn  from  th'  hand  of  Jove ; 

But  are,  fince  that  beginning,  found 
By  their  own  forms  to  move  for  ever  round. 

All  violent  motions  Ihort  do  prove  ; 

But,  by  the  length,  'tis  plain  to  fee 
That  Love  'i  a  motion  n;itural  to  me. 


LOVE'S 
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LOVE'S      VISIBILITY. 

WITH  much  of  pain,  and  all  the  art  I  knew. 
Have  I  endeavour'd  hitherto 
To  hide  my  love,  and  yet  all  will  not  do. 

The  world  perceives  it,  and,  it  may  be,  Ihe ; 

Though  (o  difcreet  and  good  fhe  be. 
By  hiding  it,  to  teach  that  Ikill  to  me. 

Men  without  love  have  oft  fo  cunning  grown. 
That  fomething  like  it  they  have  fhown ; 
But  none  who  had  it  ever  feem'd  t'  have  none. 

Love  's  of  a  ftrangely  open,  fimple  kind. 

Can  no  arts  or  difguifes  find. 
But  thinks  none  fees  it  'caufe  itfelf  is  blind. 

The  very  eye  betrays  our  inward  fmart ; 

Love  of  himfelf  left  there  a  part. 
When  thorough  it  he  pail:  into  tlie  heart. 

Or  if  by  chance  the  face  betray  not  it. 

But  keep  the  fecret  wifely,  yet. 
Like  drunkennefs,  into  the  tongue  'twill  get. 

LOOKING  ON,  AND  DISCOURSING  WITH, 
HIS  MISTRESS. 

THESE  full  two  hours  now  have  I  gazing  been. 
What  comfort  by  it  can  I  gain  ? 
To  look  on  heaven  with  mighty  gulfs  between 
Was  the  great  mifer's  greateft  pain; 

F  3  So 
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So  near  was  he  to  heaven's  delight. 
As  with  the  bleft  converfe  he  might. 
Yet  could  not  get  one  drop  of  water  by  't. 

Ah  wretch  !   I  fcem  to  touch  her  now ;  but  oh. 
What  boundlefs  fpaces  do  us  part ! 

Fortune,  and  friends,  and  all  earth's  empty  fhow. 
My  lownefs,  and  her  high  defert : 

But  thefe  might  conquerable  prove; 

Nothing  does  me  fo  far  remove. 

As  her  hard  foul's  averfion  from  my  love. 

So  travellers,  that  lofe  their  way  by  night. 

If  from  afar  they  chance  t'  efpy 
Th'  uncertain  glimmerings  of  a  taper's  light. 

Take  flattering  hopes,  and  think  it  nigh; 

Till,  wearied  with  the  fruitlefs  pain. 

They  fit  them  down,  and  weep  in  vain. 
And  there  in  darknefs  and  defpair  remain. 


RESOLVED    TO     LOVE. 

T  Wonder  what  the  grave  and  wife 
•*     Think  of  all  us  that  love  ; 
Whether  our  pretty  fooleries 

Their  mirth  or  anger  move  : 
They  underltand  not  breath  that  words  does  want; 
Our  fighs  to  them  are  infignificant. 


One 
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One  of  them  faw  me,  th'  other  day. 

Touch  the  dear  hand  which  I  admire; 

My  foul  was  melting  ftrait  away> 
And  dropt  before  the  fire : 

This  filly  wife-man,  who  pretends  to  know, 

Afk'd  why  I  look'd  fo  pale,  and  trembled  fo? 

Another,  from  my  miftrefs'  door 

Sa\V  me  with  eyes  all  watery  come ; 

Nor  could  the  hidden  caufe  explore. 

But  thought  forae  fmoke  was  in  the  room: 

Such  ignorance  from  unwounded  learning  came; 

He  knew  tears  made  by  fmoke,  but  not  by  flame. 

If  learn'd  in  other  things  you  be. 

And  have  in  love  no  Mil, 
For  God's  fake  keep  your  arts  from  me. 

For  I  '11  be  ignorant  flill : 
Study  or  aiTlion  others  may  embrace ; 
My  love  's  my  bufmefs,  and  my  books  her  face. 

Thefe  are  but  trifles,  I  confefs. 

Which  me,  weak  mortal !  move ; 
Nor  is  your  bufy-ferioufnefs 

Lefs  trifling  than  my  love  : 
The  wifeft  king,  who  from  his  facred  breaft 
Pronounc'd  all  vanity,  chofe  it  for  the  befl. 


F  4  MY 
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MY      FATE. 

GO  bid  the  needle  his  dear  North  forfake. 
To  which  with  trembling  reverence  it  does  bend  ; 
Go  bid  the  flones  a  journey  upwards  make ; 

Go  bid  th'  ambitious  flame  no  more  afcend : 
And,  when  thefe  falfe  to  their  old  motions  prove. 
Then  fhall  I  ceare  thee,  thee  alone,  to  love. 

The  faft-link'd  chain  of  everlafling  Fate 

Does  nothing  tie  more  ftrong  than  me  to  you; 

My  fixt  love  hangs  not  on  your  love  or  hate. 
But  will  be  ftill  the  fame,  whate'er  you  do: 

You  cannot  kill  my  love  with  your  difdain ; 

Wound  it  you  may,  and  make  it  live  in  pain. 

Me,  mine  example,  let  the  Stoicks  ufe. 
Their  fad  and  cruel  dodrine  to  maintain ; 

Let  all  predeftinators  me  produce. 

Who  llruggle  with  eternal  bonds  in  vain : 

This  fire  I  'm  born  to  —  but  'tis  fhe  mull  tell,  . 

V/hether  't  be  beams  of  heaven  or  flames  of  hell. 

You,  who  men's  fortunes  in  their  faces  read. 
To  find  out  mine,  look  not,  alas !  on  me ; 

But  mark  her  face,  and  all  the  features  heed; 
For  only  there  is  writ  my  deftiny  : 

Or,  if  flars  fhew  it,  gaze  not  on  the  (kies ; 

But  lludy  the  allrology  of  her  eyes. 

If 
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If  thou  find  there  kind  and  propitious  rays. 
What  Mars  or  Saturn  threaten  I  '11  not  fear; 

I  well  believe  the  fate  of  mortal  days 

Is  writ  in  heaven;  but  oh,  my  heaven  is  there. 

What  can  men  learn  from  liars  they  fcarce  can  fee  ? 

Two  great  lights  rule  the  world,  and  her  two  me. 


THE    HEART-BREAKING. 

T  T  gave  a  piteous  groan,  and  fo  it  broke ; 
■*■  In  vain  it  fomething  would  have  fpoke : 

The  love  within  too  ftrong  for  't  was. 
Like  poifon  put  into  a  Venice-glafs. 

I  thought  that  this  fome  remedy  might  prove ; 
But  oh,  the  mighty  ferpent  Love, 
Cut  by  this  chance  in  pieces  fmall. 

In  all  ftill  liv'd,  and  Hill  it  Hung  in  all. 

And  now,  alas !  each  litde  broken  part 
Feels  the  whole  pain  of  all  my  h-eart; 
And  every  fmalleft  corner  ftill 

Lives  with  that  torment  which  the  whole  did  kill. 

Even  fo  rude  armies,  when  the  field  they  quit. 

And  into  feveral  quarters  get ; 

Each  troop  does  fpoil  and  ruin  more 
Than  all  join'd  in  one  body  did  before. 

How  many  Loves  reign  in  my  bofom  now ! 
How  many  loves,  yet  all  of  you  ! 


Thus 
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Thus  have  I  chang'd  with  evil  fate 
My  Monarch-Love  into  a  Tyrant-State. 

THE    USURPATION. 

THOU  'adft  to  my  foul  no  title  or  pretence*; 
I  was  mine  own,  and  free. 
Till  I  had  given  myfelf  to  thee ; 
But  thou  haft  kept  me  flave  and  prifoner  fmce. 

Well,  fince  fo  infolent  thou  'rt  grown. 
Fond  tyrant !  1  '11  depofe  thee  from  thy  throne ; 
Such  outrages  muft  not  admitted  be 
In  an  eleftive  monarchy. 

Part  of  my  heart  by  gift  did  to  thee  fall ; 

My  country,  kindred,  and  my  beft 

Acquaintance,  were  to  Ihare  the  reft ; 
But  thou,  their  covetous  neighbour,  drav'ft  out  all: 

Nay  more ;  thou  mak'ft  me  worlhip  thee. 
And  would'ft  the  rule  of  my  religion  be : 
Did  ever  tyrant  claim  fuch  power  as  you. 

To  be  both  emperor  and  pope  too  ? 

The  public  miferies,  and  my  private  fate, 

Deferve  fome  tears ;  but  greedy  tliou 

(Infatiate  maid  !)  wilt  not  allow 
That  I  one  drop  from  thee  fhould  alienate : 

Nor  wilt  thou  grant  my  fins  a  part. 
Though  the  fole  caufe  of  moft  of  them  thou  art; 
Counting  my  tears  thy  tribute  and  thy  due. 

Since  iirft  mine  eyes  I  gave  to  you. 

Thou 
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Thou  all  my  joys  and  all  my  hopes  doft  claim ; 

Thou  rageft  like  a  fire  in  me. 

Converting  all  things  into  thee-; 
Nought  can  refift,  or  aot  encreafe  the  flame  : 

Nay,  every  grief  and  every  fear 
Thou* doft  devour,  unlefs  thy  ftamp  it  bear: 
Thy  prefence,  like  the  crowned  baliliflc's  breath. 

All  other  ferpents  puts  to  death. 

As  men  in  hell  are  from  difeafes  free. 

So  from  all  other  ills  am  I ; 

Free  from  their  known  formality : 
But  all  pains  eminently  lie  in  thee  ! 

Alas,  alas  !  I  hope  in  vain 
My  conquer'd  foul  from  out  thine  hands  to  gain ; 
Since  all  the  natives  there  thou  'aft  overthrown. 

And  planted  garrifons  of  thine  own. 


MAIDENHEAD. 

THou  worft  eftate  ev'n  of  the  fex  that  's  vvorft; 
Therefore  by  Nature  made  at  firft 
T'  attend  the  weaknefs  of  our  birth  ! 
Slight  outward  curtain  to  the  nuptial  bed  ! 
Thou  .^afe  to  buildings  not  yet  finiflied  ! 
Who,  like  the  centre  of  the  earth, 
Doft  heavieft  things  attraft  to  thee. 
Though  thou  a  point  imaginary  be  ! 


A  thing 
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A  thing  God  thought  for  mankind  fo  unfit. 

That  his  firft  bleffing  ruin'd  it. 

Cold,  frozen  nurfe  of  fierceft  fires  ! 
Who,  like  the  parched  plains  of  Afric's  fand 
(A  fterile,  and  a  wild  unlovely  land  !) 

Art  always  fcorch'd  with  hot  defires. 

Yet  barren  quite,  didft  thou  not  bring 
Monfters  and  ferpents  forth  thyfelf  to  lling  ! 

Thou  that  bewitchefl  men,  whilfl  thou  doft  dwell 
Like  a  clofe  conjurer  in  his  cell. 
And  fear'fl  the  day's  difcovering  eye  ! 

No  wonder  'tis  at  all  that  thou  fhould'ft  be 

Such  tedious  and  unpleafant  company. 
Who  liv'fl:  fo  melancholily  ! 
Thou  thing  of  fubtile,  flippery  kind. 

Which  women  lofe,  and  yet  no  man  can  find  ! 

Although  I  think  thou  never  found  wilt  be. 
Yet  I  'm  refolv'd  to  fearch  for  thee; 
The  fearch  itfelf  rewards  the  pains : 
So,  though  the  chemick  his  great  fecret  mifs 
(For  neither  it  in  Art  nor  Nature  is) 

Yet  things  well  worth  his  toil  he  gains ; 
And  does  his  charge  and  labour  pay 
With  good  unfought  experiments  by  the  way. 

Say  what  thou  wilt,  chaflity  is  no  more 
Thee,  than  a  porter  is  his  door. 


In 
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In  vain  to  honour  they  pretend. 
Who  guard  themfelves  with  ramparts  and  with  walls ; 
Them  only  Fame  the  truly  valiant  calls. 

Who  can  an  open  breach  defend. 

Of  thy  quick  lofs  can  be  no  doubt. 
Within  fo  hated,  and  {bjoy'd  without. 


IMPOSSIBILITIES. 

IMpofllbilities !  oh  no,  there  's  none; 
Could  mine  bring  thy  heart  captive  home ; 
As  eafdy  other  dangers  were  o'erthrovv^n. 

As  Csefar,  after  vanquifli'd  Rome, 
His  little  Afxan  foes  did  overcome. 

True  lovers  oft  by  Fortune  are  envied ; 

Oft  earth  and  hell  againft  them  ftrive  ; 
But  Providence  engages  on  their  fide. 

And  a  good  end  at  laft  does  give  : 
At  laft,  juft  men  and  lovers  always  thrive. 

As  ftars  (not  powerful  elfe)  when  they  conjoin. 
Change,  as  they  pleafe,  the  world's  eftate ; 

So  thy  heart  in  conjundlion  with  mine 
Shall  our  own  fortunes  regulate; 

And  to  our  ftars  themfelves  prefcribe  a  fate. 

'Twould  grieve  me  much  to  find  fome  bold  romance. 

That  ftiould  two  kind  examples  (hew. 
Which  before  us  in  wonders  did  advance ; 

Not 
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Not  that  I  thought  that  ftory  true. 
But  none  fliould  Fancy  more,  than  I  would  Do. 

Through  fpite  of  our  worft  cnennies,  thy  friends ; 

Through  local  banifliment  from  thee ; 
Through  the  loud  thoughts  of  lefs-concerning  ends, 

As  eafy  fhall  my  paflage  be. 
As  was  the  amorous  youth's  o'er  Helle's  fea: 

In  vain  the  winds,  in  vain  the  billows,  roar ; 

In  vain  the  liars  their  aid  deny'd; 
He  faw  the  SelHan  tower  on  th'  other  fhore : 

Shall  th'  Hellefpont  our  loves  divide  ? 
No,  not  the  Atlantick  ocean's  boundlefs  tide. 

Such  feas  betwixt  us  eafily  conquer'd  are; 

But,  gentle  maid  !  do  not  deny 
To  let  thy  beams  fhine  on  me  from  afar ; 

And  ftill  the  taper  let  me  efpy  ; 
For,  when  thy  light  goes  out,  I  fmk  and  die. 

SILENCE. 

CUR.se  on  this  tongue,  that  has  my  heart  betray 'd. 
And  his  great  fecret  open  laid  ! 
For,  of  all  perfonf,  chiefly  fhe 
Should  not  the  ills  I  fuffcr  know  ; 
Since  'tis  a  thing  might  dangerous  grow. 
Only  in  her  to  pity  me  : 
Since  'tis  for  me  to  lofe  my  life  more  fit. 
Than  'tis  for  licr  to  fave  and  ranfom  it. 

Ah  ! 
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Ah  !  never  more  fhall  thy  unwilling  ear 

My  helplefs  ftory  hear  ; 

Difcourfc  and  talk  awake  does  keep 

The  rude  unquiet  pain 

That  in  my  breall  does  reign ; 

Silence  perhaps  may  make  it  fleep  : 
I  '11  bind  that  fore  up  I  did  ill  reveal ; 
The  wound,  if  once  it  dofe,  may  chance  to  heal. 

No,  'twill  ne'er  heal ;  my  love  will  never  die. 

Though  it  fhould  fpeecMefs  lie. 

A  river,  ere  it  meet  the  fea. 

As  well  might  ftay  its  fource. 

As  my  love  can  his  courfe, 

Unlefs  it  join  and  mix  with  thee : 
If  any  end  or  ftop  of  it  be  found. 
We  know  the  flood  runs  ftill,  though  under  ground. 

THE      DISSEMBLER. 

UNHURT,  untouch'd,  did  I  complain. 
And  terrify'd  ail  others  with  the  pain: 
But  now  I  feel  the  mighty  evil ; 
Ah  !   there  's  no  fooling  with  the  devil ! 
So,  wanton  men,  whilil  others  they  would  fright, 
Themfelves  have  met  a  real,  fprite. 

I  thought,  I  '11  fwear,  an  handfome  lye 
Had  been  no  iin  at  all  in  poetry; 
But  now  I  fuffer  an  arreft. 
For  words  were  fpoke  by  me  in  }el. 

4  •  Dull. 
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Dull,  fottifh  God  of  love  !  and  can  it  be 
Thou  underftand'Il  not  raillery  ? 

Darts,  and  wounds,  and  flame,  and  heat, 
I  nam'd  but  for  the  rhyme,  or  the  conceit ; 

Nor  meant  my  verfe  fhould  railed  be 

To  this  fad  fame  of  prophefy  : 
Truth  gives  a  dull  propriety  to  my  ftyle. 

And  all  the  metaphors  does  fpoil. 

In  things  where  fancy  much  does  reign, 
'Tis  dangerous  too  cunningly  to  feign  ; 

The  play  at  laft  a  truth  does  grow. 

And  Cuftom  into  Nature  go  : 
By  this  curfl:  art  of  begging  I  became 

Lame,  with  counterfeiting  lame. 

My  lines  of  amorous  defire 
I  wrote  to  kindle  and  blow  oihers'  fire ; 

And  'twas  a  barbarous  delight 

My  fancy  promis'd  from  the  fight: 
But  now,  by  Love,  the  mighty  Phalaris,  I 

My  burning  Bull  the  fir  it  do  try. 


THE     INCONSTANT. 

Never  yet  could  fee  that  face 

Which  had  no  dart  for  me ; 
From  fifteen  years,  to  fifty's  fpace. 
They  all  vidorious  be. 


Love, 
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Love,  thou  'rt  a  devil,  if  I  may  call  thee  one ; 
For  fure  in  me  tliy  name  is  Legion. 

Colour,  or  fliape,  good  limbs,  or  face, 

Goodnefs,  or  wit,  in  all  I  find ; 
In  motion  or  in  fpeech  a  grace ; 
J  fall  fail,  yet  'tis  woman-kind; 
And  I  'm  fo  weak,  the  piflol  need  not  be 
Double  or  treble  charg'd  to  murder  me. 

If  tall,  the  name  of  proper  flays; 

If  fair,  fhe  *s  pleafant  as  the  light ; 
If  low,  her  prettinefs  does  pleafe ; 

If  black,  what  lover  loves  not  night  ? 
If  yeliow-hair'd,  I  love,  left  it  lliould  be 
Til'  excufe  to  others  for  not  loving  me. 

The  fat,  like  plenty,  fills  my  heart ; 

The  lean,  with  love  makes  me  too  fo ; 
If  ftraight,  her  body  's  Cupid's  dart 
To  me ;  if  crooked,  'tis  his  bow ; 
Nay,  age  itfelf  does  me  to  rage  incline. 
And  flrength  to  women  gives,  as  well  as  wine. 

Juft  half  as  large  as  Charity 

My  richly-landed  Love  's  become  i 
And,  JLldg'd  aright,  is  Conftancy, 
Though  it  take  up  a  larger  room : 
Him,  who  loves  always  one,  why  ihould  they  call 
More  conllant  than  the  man  loves  always  all? 

Vol.  VIII.  G  Thus 
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Thus  with  unwearied  wings  I  flee 

TJirough  all  Love's  gardens  and  his  fields ; 
And,  like  the  wife,  indullrious  bee. 
No  weed  but  honey  to  me  yields  ! 
Honey  ftill  fpcnt  this  diligence  ilill  fupplies. 
Though  I  return  not  home  with  laden  thighs. 

My  foul  at  firll  indeed  did  prove 

Of  pretty  ftrength  againft  a  dart. 
Till  I  this  habit  got  of  love; 

But  my  confum'd  and  wafted  heart. 
Once  burnt  to  tinder  with  a  ftrong  defire. 
Since  that,  by  every  fpark  is  fct  on  fire. 

THE        CONSTANT. 

RE  AT  and  wife  conqueror,  who,  where'er 
Thou  com'ft,  doft  fortify,  and  fettle  there  ! 
Who  canll  defend  as  well  as  get. 
And  never  hadft  one  quarter  beat-up  yet ; 
Now  thou  art  in,  thou  ne'er  wilt  part 
With  one  inch  of  my  vanquifli'd  heart; 
For,  fmce  thou  took'ft  it  by  aflault  from  me, 
'Tis  garrifon'd  fo  ftrong  with  thoughts  of  thee, 
It  fears  no  beauteous  enemy. 

Had  thy  charming  ftrength  been  lels, 
I  'ad  fcrv'd  ere  this  an  hundred  miftrcill's : 

1  'm  better  thus,  nor  would  compound 
To  leave  my  prifon  to  be  a  vagabond ; 

A  prifon  in  wliich  I  ftill  would  be, 

Thoug'n  e\cry  door  ftood  ope  to  me. 


In 


THE      CONSTANT.  83 

In  fpite  both  of  thy  coldnefs  and  thy  pride, 
All  love  is  marriage  on  thy  lover's  fide. 
For  only  death  can  them  divide. 

Clofe,  narrow  chain,  yet  foft  and  kind 
As  that  which  fpirits  above  to  good  does  bind. 

Gentle  and  fweet  Neceflity, 
Which  does  not  force,  but  guide,  our  liberty ! 

Your  love  on  me  were  fpent  in  vain, 

Since  my  love  IHII  could  but  remain 
Jufl  as  it  is ;  for  what,  alas  !   can  be 
Added  to  that  which  hath  infinity 

Both  in  extent  and  quality  ? 


HER  NAME. 

^T  /ITH  more  than  Jewidi  reverence  as  yet 

V  V      Do  I  the  facred  name  conceal ; 
When,  ye  kind  Itars,  ah  when  will  it  be  .*it 

This  gentle  myftery  to  reveal  ? 
Wlaen  will  our  love  be  nam'd,  and  we  poflefs 
That  chriftening  as  a  badge  of  happinefs  ? 

So  bold  as  yet  no  verfe  of  mine  has  been. 

To  wear  that  gem  on  any  line ; 
Nor,  till  the  happy  nuptial  Mufe  be  feen. 

Shall  any  ftanza  with  it  fhine. 
Reft,  mighty  name  !   till  then;  for  thou  muft  be 
Laid  down  by  her,  ere  taken  up  by  me, 

G  2  Then 
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Then  all  the  fields  and  woods  (hall  with  it  ring; 

Tlien  Echo's  burden  it  fliall  be ; 
Then  all  the  birds  in  leveral  notes  (hall  fing. 

And  all  the  rivers  murmur,  thee ; 
Then  every  wind  the  found  (hall  upwards  bear. 
And  foftly  whifper  't  to  fome  angel's  ear. 

Then  (hall  thy  name  through  all  my  verfe  be  fpread. 
Thick  as  the  flowers  in  meadows  lie. 

And,  when  in  future  times  they  (hall  be  read 
(As  fure,  I  think,  they  will  not  die) 

If  any  critic  doubt  that  they  be  mine. 

Men  by  that  ftamp  (hall  quickly  know  the  coin. 

Meanwhile  I  will  not  dare  to  make  a  name 

To  reprefent  thee  by ; 
Adam  (God's  nomenclator)  could  not  frame 

One  that  enough  (hould  fignify : 
Aftrea  or  Celia  as  unfit  would  prove 
For  thee,  as  'tis  to  call  the  Deity  Jove. 


WEEPING. 

SEE  where  (he  fits,  and  in  what  comely  wife 
Drops  tears  more  fair  than  others'  eyes  ! 
Ah,  charming  maid  !  let  not  ill-fortune  fee 
Th'  atiire  thy  forrow  wears. 
Nor  know  the  beauty  of  thy  tears ; 
For  (he  '11  (till  come  to  drefs  herfclf  in  thee. 


As 
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As  liars  refleft  on  waters,  fo  I  fpy 

In  every  drop,  methinks,  her  eye. 
The  baby,  which  lives  there,  and  ahvays  plays 

In  that  illuftrious  fphere, 

Like  a  NarcifTus  does  appear, 
Whilll  in  his  flood  the  lovely  boy  did  gaze. 

Ne'er  yet  did  I  behold  fo  glorious  vveatlier. 

As  this  fun-fhine  and  rain  together. 
Pray  Heaven  her  forehead,  that  pure  hill  of  fnow 

(For  fome  fuch  fountain  we  mufl  find. 

To  waters  of  fo  fair  a  kind) 
Melt  not,  to  feed  that  beauteous  fiream  below ! 

Ah,  mighty  Love  !  that  it  were  inward  heat 
Which  made  this  precious  limbeck  fweat ! 

But  what,  alas !  ah,  what  does  it  avail. 
That  fhe  weeps  tears  fo  wondrous  cold. 
As  fcarce  the  afs's  hoof  can  hold. 

So  cold,  that  I  admire  they  fall  not  hail. 

DISCRETION. 

DISCREET!  what  means  this  word  difcreet  ? 
A  curfe  on  all  difcretion  ! 
This  barbarous  term  you  will  not  meet 
In  all  Love's  lexicon. 

Jointure,  portion,  gold,  eftate, 

Houfes,  houfliold-ftufF,  or  land, 
(The  low  conveniencies  of  Fate) 

Are  Greek  no  lovers  unfterftapd. 

G  3  Believe 
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Believe  me,  beauteous  one  !  when  love 

Enters  into  a  brcait. 
The  two  fiift  things  it  does  remove 

Are  friends  and  interefl;. 

Paffion  's  half  blind,  nor  can  endure 

The  careful,  fcrupulous  eyes ; 
Or  elfe  I  could  not  love,  I  'm  fure. 

One  who  in  love  were  wife. 

Men,  in  fuch  tempefts  toft  about. 

Will,  without  grief  or  pain, 
Caft  all  their  goods  and  riches  out, 

Themfelves  their  port  to  gaia. 

As  well  might  martyrs,  who  do  choofe 

That  facred  death  to  take. 
Mourn  for  the  cloaths  which  they  muft  lofe. 

When  they  're  bound  naked  to  the  ftake. 

THE    W  A  I  T  I  N  G  -  M  A  I  D. 

THY  Maid!  ah!   find  fonie  nobler  theme 
Whereon  thy  doubts  to  place ; 
Nor  by  a  low  fufpedl  blafpheme 
The  glories  of  thy  face. 

^las !  fhe  makes  thee  fhine  fo  fair. 

So  cxquifitely  bright. 
That  her  dim  lamp  muft  difappear 

Ctfojc  thy  potent  light. 

Three 
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Three  hours  each  morn  in  dreffing  thee 

Malicioufly  are  fpent ; 
And  make  that  beauty  tyranny. 

That 's  elfe  a  civil  government. 

Th'  adorning  thee  with  fo  much  art 

Is  but  a  barbarous  fkill ; 
'Tis  like  the  poifoning  of  a  dart 

Too  apt  before  to  kill. 

The  miniftering  angels  none  can  fee  ; 

'Tis  not  their  beauty'  or  face. 
For  which  by  men  they  worfhip'd  be  ; 

But  their  high  office  and  their  place. 
Thou  art  my  Goddefs,  my  Saint  fhe; 
I  pray  to  her,  only  to  pray  to  thee. 

COUNSEL. 

AH !  what  advice  can  I  receive  ! 
No,  fatisfy  me  firfl: ; 
For  who  would  phyfick-potions  give 
To  one  that  dies  with  thirft  ? 

A  little  pufF  of  breath,  we  find. 

Small  fires  can  quench  and  kill; 
But,  when  they  're  great,  the  adverfe  wind 

Does  make  them  greater  ftill. 

Now  whilft  you  fpeak,  it  moves  me  much* 

But  llrait  I  'm  juft  the  fame; 
Alas  !  th'  efFeft  mull  needs  be  fuch 

Of  cutting  through  a  flame. 

G  +  THE 
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THE       CURE. 

COME,  dQdlor  1  ufe  thy  rougheft  art. 
Thou  canfl:  not  cruel  prove ; 
Cut,  burn,  and  torture,  every  part. 
To  heal  me  of  my  love. 

There  is  no  danger,  if  the  pain 

Should  me  to  a  fever  bring ; 
Compar'd  with  heats  I  now  fuftain, 

A  fever  is  fo  cool  a  thing 

(Like  drink  which  feveriih  men  defirc) 
That  I  (hould  hepe  'twould  almoll  quench  my  fire. 

THE      SEPARATION. 

ASK  me  not  what  my  love  fhall  do  or  be 
(Love,  which  is  foul  to  body,  and  foul  of  me  !) 
When  I  am  feparated  from  thee ; 
Alas !  I  might  as  eafily  Ihow, 
What  after  death  the  foul  will  do  ; 
'Twill  lali:,  I  'm  fure,  and  that  is  all  we  know. 

The  thing  call'd  foul  will  never  iHr  nor  move. 
But  all  that  while  a  lifelcfs  carcafe  prove; 

For  'tis  the  body  of  my  love : 

Not  that  my  love  will  fly  away. 
But  ftill  continue;  as,  they  fay. 
Sad  troubled  gholls  about  their  graves  do  flray. 

THE 
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Chofe  the  flourlflilng'ft  tree  in  all  the  park,  j'^'V 

With  freflieft  boughs  and  faireft  head;  "^'^'/T 

I  cut  my  love  into  his  gentle  bark,  /T'^aJ^ 

And  in  three  days,  behold !  'tis  dead: 
My  very  written  flames  fo  violent  be. 

They  've  burnt  and  vvither'd-up  the  tree. 

riow  fhould  I  live  myfelf,  whofe  heart  is  found 

Deeply  graven  every  where 
With  the  large  hiftory  of  many  a  v/ound. 

Larger  than  thy  trunk  can  bear  ? 
With  art  as  ftrange.  as  Homer  in  the  nut. 

Love  in  my  heart  has  volumes  put. 

What  a  few  words  from  thy  rich  (lock  did  take 

The  leaves  and  beauties  all, 
As  a  ftrong  poifon  with  one  drop  does  make 

The  nails  and  hairs  to  fall : 
Love  (I  fee  now)  a  kind  of  witchcraft  is. 

Or  charadlers  could  ne'er  do  this. 

Pardon,  ye  birds  and  nymphs,  who  lov'd  this  Ihade; 

And  pardon  rae,  thou  gentle  tree ; 
I  thought  her  name  would  thee  have  happy  made. 

And  bleffed  omens  hop'd  from  thee : 
"  Notes  of  my  love,  thrive  here,"  faid  I,  "and  grow; 

*'  And  with  ye  let  ray  love  do  fo." 

Alas, 
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Alas,  poor  youth  !  thy  love  will  never  thrive  t 

This  blafted  tree  predeftines  it ; 
Go,  tie  the  difmal  knot  (why  fhould'd  thou  live  ?) 
/^'       And,  by  the  lines  thou  there  haft  writ. 
Deform 'dly  hanging,  the  fad  pifture  be 
To  that  unlucky  hillory. 

HER      UNBELIEF. 

»  ^  I  '^  I S  a  ftrange  kind  of  ignorance  this  in  you  ! 
X      That  you  your  viftories  fliould  not  fpy, 
Viftories  gotten  by  your  eye  ! 
That  your  bright  beams,  as  thofe  of  comets  do. 
Should  kill,  but  not  know  how,  nor  who  ! 

That  truly  you  my  idol  might  appear, 

Whilft  all  the  people  fmell  and  fee 
The  odorous  flames  I  offer  thee. 

Thou  fitt'ft,  and  doft  not  fee,  nor  fmell,  nor  hear. 
Thy  conftant,  zealous  worfliiper. 

They  fee  't  too  well  who  at  my  fires  repine ; 

Nay,  th'  unconcern'd  themfelves  do  prove 
Quick-eyed  enough  to  fpy  my  love ; 

Nor  does  the  caufe  in  thy  face  clearlier  fhine. 
Than  the  efFedl  appears  in  mine. 

Fair  infidel !  by  what  unjuft  decree 

Muft  I,  who  with  fuch  reftlefs  care 
Would  make  this  truth  to  thee  appear. 

Mull  I,  who  preach  it,  and  pray  for  it,  be 
Damn'd  by  thy  incredulity  ? 

J,  by 
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I,  by  thy  unbelief,  am  guiltlefs  flain : 

Oh,  have  but  faith,  and  then,  that  yoa 
May- know  that  faith  for  to  be  true. 

It  Ihall  itfelf  by  a  miracle  maintain. 

And  raife  me  from  the  dead  again  ! 

Meanwhile  my  hopes  may  feem  to  be  o'erthrown  ; 
But  lovers'  hopes  are  full  of  art. 
And  thus  difpute — That,  fmce  my  heart. 

Though  in  thy  breaft,  yet  is  not  by  thee  known. 
Perhaps  thou  may'ft  not  know  thine  own. 

THE      GAZERS. 

COME,  let 's  go  on,  where  love  and  youth  does  call ; 
I  've  feen  too  much,  if  this  be  all. 
Alas  !  how  far  more  wealthy  might  I  be 
With  a  contented  ignorant  poverty  ! 

To  fhew  fuch  ilores,  and  nothing  grant. 
Is  to  enrage  and  vex  my  want. 
For  love  to  die  an  infant's  leilcr  ill. 
Than  to  live  long,  yet  live  in  childhood  flill. 

We  'ave  both  fat  gazing  only,  hitherto. 

As  man  and  wife  in  pidlure  do ; 
The  richeft  crop  of  joy  is  ftill  behind. 
And  he  who  only  fees,  in  love,  is  blind. 

So,  at  firft,  Pygmalion  lov'd. 

But  th'  amour  at  laft  improv'd; 
The  flatue  itfelf  at  lail  a  woman  grew. 
And  fo  at  lail,  my  dear,  fhould  you  do  too. 

Beauty 
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Beauty  to  man  the  greateft  torture  is, 

Unlefs  it  lead  to  farther  blifs. 
Beyond  the  tyrannous  pleafures  of  the  eye ; 
It  grows  too  ferious  a  cruelty, 

Unlefs  it  heal,  as  well  as  ftrikc  : 

I  would  not,  falamander-like. 
In  fcorching  heats  always  to  live  defire. 
But,  like  a  martyr,  pafs  to  heaven  through  fire. 

Mark  how  the  lufly  fun  falutes  the  fpring. 

And  gently  kiffes  every  thing  ! 
His  loving  beams  unlock  each  maiden  flower. 
Search  all  the  treafures,  all  the  fweets  devour : 
Then  on  the  earth,  with  bridegroom-heat. 
He  does  ftill  new  flowers  beget. 
*rhe  fun  himfelf,  although  all  eye  he  be. 
Can  find  in  love  more  pleafure  than  to  fee. 


THE     INCURABLE. 

ITry'd  if  books  would  cure  my  love,  but  found 
Love  made  them  nonfenfe  all; 
I  'apply'd  receipts  of  bufinefs  to  my  wound. 
But  fl:irring  did  the  pain  recall. 

As  well  might  men  who  in  a  fever  fry, 

Mathematic  doubts  debate; 
As  well  might  men  who  mad  in  darknefs  lie, 

Write  the  difpatches  of  a  ftate. 

1  try'd 
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I  try'd  devotion,  fermons,  frequent  prayer. 
But  thofe  did  worfe  than  ufelefs  prove; 

For  prayers  are  turn'd  to  fm,  in  thofe  who  are 
Out  of  charity,  or  in  love. 

1  try'd  in  wine  to  drown  the  mighty  care; 

But  wine,  alas  !  was  oil  to  th'  fire  : 
Like  drunkards'  eyes,  my  troubled  fancy  there 

Did  double  the  defire. 

I  try'd  what  mirth  and  gaiety  would  do. 
And  mix'd  with  pleafant  companies ; 

My  mirth  did  gracelefs  and  infipid  grow. 
And  'bove  a  clinch  it  could  not  rife. 

Nay,  God  forgive  me  for  't !   at  laft  I  try'd, 

'Gainft  this  fome  new  defire  to  ftir. 
And  lov'd  again,  but  'twas  where  I  efpy'd. 

Some  faint  refemblances  of  her. 

The  phyfic  made  me  wcrfe,  with  which  I  flrove 

This  mortal  ill  t'  expel ; 
As  wholefome  medicines  the  difeafe  improve. 

There  where  they  work  not  well. 


HONOUR. 

SHE  loves,  and  fhe  confefTes  too; 
There  's  then,  at  laft,  no  more  to  do  : 
The  happy  work  's  entirely  done  ; 
Enter  the  town  which  thcu  haft  wen  ; 

The 
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The  fruits  of  conquefl:  now  begin ; 
lo  triumph  !  Enter  in. 

What  's  this,  ye  Gods !  what  can  it  be  i 
Remains  there  (till  an  enemy  ? 
Bold  Honour  Itands  up  in  the  gate. 
And  would  yet  capitulate  ; 
Have  I  o'ercome  all  real  foes. 
And  fhall  this  phantom  mc  oppofe  ? 

Noify  nothing  !  (talking  (liade  ! 

By  what  witchcraft  wert  tliou  made  ? 

Empty  caufe  of  folid  harms  ! 

But  I  (hall  find  out  counter-charms, 

Thy  airy  dcvillhip  to  remove 

From  this  circle  here  of  love. 

Sure  I  (hall  rid  myfelf  of  thee 
By  the  night's  oblcurity. 
And  ob("curer  fecrecy  ! 
Unlike  to  every  other  fprlte. 
Thou  attcmpt'ft  not  men  t'  aftViglui 
Nor  .ippear'H  but  in  the  light. 


THE     INNOCENT     ILL. 

THOUGH  all  thy  gcftures  and  dlfcourfcs  be 
Coin'd  and  ftamp'd  by  modefty  ; 
Tliongh  from  thy  tongue  ne'er  flipp'd  away 
One  word  which  nuus  at  th'  altar  might  not  (ay ; 

Yet 
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Yet  fuch  a  fweetnefs,  fuch  a  grace. 

In  all  thy  fpeech  appear. 

That  what  to  th'  eye  a  beauteous  face. 

That  thy  tongue  is  to  th'  ear  ; 
So  cunningly  it  wounds  the  heart. 
It  ftrikes  fuch  heat  through  every  part. 
That  thou  a  tempter  worfe  than  Satan  art. 

Though  in  thy  thoughts  fcarce  any  tracks  have  been 
So  much  as  of  original  fin. 
Such  charms  thy  beauty  wears  as  might 

Defires  in  dying  confefs'd  faints  excite : 
Thou,  with  flrange  adulter)'-, 
Doll  in  each  breall  a  brothel  keep; 
Awake  all  men  do  luft  for  thee. 
And  fome  enjoy  thee  when  they  fleep. 
Ne'er  before  did  woman  live. 
Who  to  fuch  multitudes  did  give 

The  root  and  caufe  of  fin,  but  only  Eve. 

Though  in  thy  breaft  fo  quick  a  pity  be. 

That  a  fly's  death  's  a  wound  to  thee ; 
Though  favage  and  rock-hearted  thcfe 
Appear,  that  weep  not  ev'n  Romance's  woesj 
Yet  ne'er  before  was  tyrant  known, 
Whofe  rage  was  of  fo  large  extent ; 
The  ills  thou  doft  are  whole  thine  own ; 
Thou  'rt  principal  and  infcrument: 
In  all  the  deaths  that  come  from  you. 
You  do  the  treble  office  do 
Of  judge,  of  torturer,  and  of  weapon  too. 

3  Thou 
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Thou  lovely  inftrument  of  angry  Fate, 

Which  God  did  for  our  faults  create  ! 

Thou  pleafant,  univcrfal  ill, 
Which,  fweet  as  health,  yet  like  a  plague  doft  kill  I 

Thou  kind,  well-natur'd  tyranny  ! 

Thou  challe  committer  of  a  rape  ! 

Thou  voluntary  delHny, 

Which  no  man  can,  or  would,  efcape  ! 
So  gentle,  and  fo  glad  to  fpare, 
So  wondrous  good,  and  wondrous  fair, 
(We  knov/)  ev'n  the  dcftroyin^-angels  are. 


DIALOGUE. 

She.  TT  THAT  have  we  done  ?  what  cruel  paffion 
.     VV  mov'd  thee. 

Thus  to  ruin  her  that  lov'd  thee  ? 
Me  thou  'ft  robb'd ;  but  what  art  thou 
Thyfelf  the  richer  now  ? 

Shame  fuccceds  the  ftiort-liv'd  pleafure; 
So  foon  is  fpent,  and  gone,  this  thy  ill-gotten  treafure  ! 

He,  We  have  done  no  harm ;  nor  was  it  theft  in  me. 
But  noblell  charity  in  tliee. 
I  '11  die  wcU-gotten  pleafure 
Safe  in  my  memory  treafure  : 

What  though  the  flower  Itfelf  do  wafte,  ' 
The  eflence  from  it  drawn  does  lon^  and  fweeter  laft. 


She, 
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Siie.  No :  I  'm  undone ;  my  honour  thou  haft  flain. 
And  nothing  can  reftore  't  again. 
Art  and  labour  to  beftow, 
Upon  the  carcafe  of  it  now* 

Is  but  t'  embahn  a  body  dead  ; 
The  figure  may  remain,  the  life  and  beauty  's  fled. 

He.  Ne.ver,  my  dear,  was  honour  yet  undone 
By  Love,  but  Indifcretion. 
To  th'  wife  it  all  things  does  allow; 
And  cares  not  What  we  do,  but  How. 
Like  tapers  Ihut  in  ancient  urns, 
Unlefs  it  let-in  air,  for  ever  Ihines  and  burns. 

She.  Thou  firft,  perhaps,  who  didft  the  fault  commit. 
Wilt  make  thy  wicked  boaft  of  it ; 
For  men,  with  Roman  pride,  above 
The  conqueft  do  the  triumph  love ; 
Nor  think  a  perfedl  viftory  gain'd, 
Unlefs  they  through  the  ftreets  their  captive  lead  en- 
chain'd. 

He.  Whoe'er  his  fecret  joys  has  open  laid. 
The  bawd  to  his  own  wife  is  made; 
Befidc,  what  boall  is  left  for  me, 
Whofe  whole  wealth  's  a  gift  from  thee  ? 
'Tis  you  the  conqueror  are,  'tis  you 
Who  have  not  only  ta'en,  but  bound  and  gagg'd 
me  too. 

■She.  Though  public  punifhment  we  efcapc,  the  fin 
Will  rack  and  torture  us  within : 
■  Vol.  VIIL  H  Guilt 
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Guilt  and  fm  our  bofom  bears ; 

And,  though  fair  yet  the  fruit  appears, 

That  worm  which  now  the  core  does  wafte, 
When  long  't  has  gnaw'd  within,  will  break  the  flcin 
at  laft. 

He.  That  thirfty  drink,  that  hungry  food,  I  fought. 
That  wounded  balm  is  all  my  fault ; 
And  thou  in  pity  didft  apply. 
The  kind  and  only  remedy : 

The  caufe  abfolves  the  crime;  fmce  me 
So  mighty  force  did  move,  fo  mighty  goodnefs  thee. 

She.  Curfe  on  thine  arts !   methinks  I  hate  thee  now; 
And  yet  I  'm  fure  I  love  thee  too  ! 
I  'm  angry;  but  my  wrath  will  prove 
More  innocent  than  did  thy  love. 

Thou  haft  this  day  undone  me  quite; 
Yet  wilt  undo  me  more  fhould'il  thou  not  come  at 
night. 


VERSES   LOST   UPON   A    WAGER. 

AS  foon  hereafter  will  I  wagers  lav 
'Gainft  what  an  oracle  Ihall  fay; 
Fool  that  I  was,  to  venture  to  deny 

A  tongue  fo  us'd  to  vitlory .' 
A  tongue  fo  blell  by  nature  and  by  art. 
That  never  yet  it  fpoke  but  gain'd  an  heart : 

Though 
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Though  what  you  faid  had  not  been  true. 
If  fpoke  by  any  elfe  but  you ; 
Your  fpeech  will  govern  deftiny. 
And  Fate  will  change  rather  than  you  ihould  lye. 

'Tis  true,  if  human  Reafon  were  the  guide, 

Reafon,  methinks,  was  on  my  fide ; 
But  that 's  a  guide,  alas !  we  mull  refign. 

When  th'  authority  's  divine. 
She  faid,  fhe  faid  herfelf  it  would  be  fo; 
And  I,  bold  unbeliever  !  anfwer'd  no: 
Never  fo  juftly,  fure,  before. 
Error  the  name  of  blindnefs  bore ; 
For,  whatfoe'er  the  quelHon  be. 
There  's  no  man  that  has  eyes  would  bet  for  me. 

If  Truth  itfelf  (as  other  angels  do 

When  they  defcend  to  human  view) 
In  a  material  form  would  deign  to  Ihine, 

'Twould  imitate  or  borrow  thine : 
So  dazzling  bright,  yet  fo  tranfparent  clear. 
So  well-proportion'd,  would  the  parts  appear  ! 

Happy  the  eye  which  Truth  could  fee 

Cloath'd  in  a  {hape  like  thee; 

But  happier  far  the  eye 
Which  could  thy  fhape  naked  like  Truth  efpy  I 

Yet  this  loft  wager  cofts  me  nothing  more 

Than  what  I  ow'd  to  thee  before  : 
Who  would  not  venture  for  that  debt  to  play. 

Which  he  were  bound  howe'er  to  pay  ? 

H2  If 
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If  Nature  gave  me  power  to  write  in  verfe. 
She  gave  it  me  thy  praifes  to  rehcarfe : 

Thy  wondrous  beauty  and  thy  wit 

Has  fuch  a  fovereign  right  to  it. 
That  no  man's  Mufe  for  public  vent  is  free. 
Till  fhe  has  paid  her  cuftoms  flrll  to  thee. 

BATHING     IN     THE     RIVER. 

THE   fiih  around  her  crowded,  as  they  do 
To  the  falfe  light  that  treacherous  fifhers  fhew, 
And  all  with  as  much  eafe  might  taken  be. 
As  fhe  at  firft  took  me ; 
For  ne'er  did  light  fo  clear 
Among  the  waves  appear. 
Though  every  night  the  fun  himfelf  fet  there. 

Why  to  mute  fifh  fhould'fl:  thou  thyfelf  difcovcr. 

And  not  to  me,  thy  no  lefs  filent  lover  ? 

As  fome  from  men  their  buried  gold  commit 
To  ghofts,  that  have  no  ufe  of  it ; 
Half  their  rich  treafures  fo 
Maids  bury;  and,  for  aught  we  know, 

(Poor  ignorants !)  they  're  mermaids  all  below. 

The  amorous  waves  would  fain  about  her  ftay. 
But  ftill  new  amorous  waves  drive  them  away. 
And  with  fwift  current  to  thofe  joys  they  hafte, 
That  do  as  fwiftly  walte : 
'  I  laugh'd  the  wanton  play  to  view; 
But  'tis,  alas  !  at  land  fo  too, 
And  Rill  old  lovers  yield  the  place  to  newi 

Kifs 
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Kifs  her,  and  as  you  part,  you  amorous  waves 
(My  happier  rivals,  and  my  fellow-flaves) 
Point  to  your  flowery  banks,  and  to  her  (hew 
The  good  your  bounties  do; 
Then  tell  her  what  your  pride  doth  coll. 
And  how  your  ufe  and  beauty  's  loft. 
When  rigorous  winter  binds  you  up  with  froft. 

Tell  her,  her  beauties  and  her  youth,  like  thee, 
Hafte  without  ftop  to  a  devouring  fea ; 
Where  they  will  mix'd  and  undiftinguifh'd  lie 
With  all  the  meaneft  things  that  die ; 

As  in  the  ocean  thou 

No  privilege  doft  know 
Above  th'  impureft  ftreams  that  thither  flow. 

Tell  her,  kind  flood  !  when  this  has  made  her  fad. 

Tell  her  there  's  yet  one  remedy  to  be  had : 

Shew  her  how  thou,  though  long  flnce  pall,  doft  find 

Thyfelfyetftill  behind: 

Marriage  (fay  to  her)  will  bring 

About  the  felf-fame  thing. 
But  fhe,  fond  maid,  fliuts  and  feals-up  the  fpring. 

LOVE      GIVEN     OVER. 

IT  is  enough ;  enough  of  time  and  pain 
Haft  thou  confum'd  in  vain; 
Leave,  v/retched  Cowley  !   leave 
Thyfelf  with  ftiadows  to  deceive ; 
Think  that  already  loft  which  thou  muft  never  gain. 
H-  3  Three 
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Three  of  thy  luftieft  and  thy  frelheft  years 
(Tofs'd  in  ftorms  of  hopes  and  fears) 
Like  helplefs  Ihips  that  be 
Set  on  fire  i'  th'  midft  o'  the  fea. 

Have  all  been  burnt  in  love,  and  all  been  drown'd  in 
tears. 

Refolve  then  on  it,  and  by  force  or  art 

Free  thy  unlucky  heart ; 

Since  Fate  does  difapprove 

Th'  ambition  of  thy  love. 
And  not  one  ftar  in  heaven  offers  to  take  thy  part. 

If  e'er  I  clear  my  heart  from  this  defire. 
If  e'er  it  home  to  its  bread  retire. 
It  ne'er  fhall  wander  more  about. 
Though  thoufand  beauties  call  it  out : 

A  lover  burnt  like  me  for  ever  dreads  the  fire. 

The  pox,  the  plague,  and  every  fmall  difeafe. 

May  come  as  oft  as  ill  fate  pleafe  ; 

But  death  and  love  are  never  found 

To  give  a  fecond  wound. 
We  're  by  thofe  ferpents  bit,  but  we  're  devour'd  by 
thefe. 

Alas  !  what  comfort  is  't  that  I  am  grown 

Secure  of  being  again  o'erthrown  ? 

Since  fuch  an  enemy  needs  not  fear 

Left  any  elfe  fhould  quarter  there. 
Who  has  not  only  fack'd,  but  quite  burnt  down,  the 
town. 

4  .  .THE 
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THE     FORCE     OF     LOVE. 

PRESERVED    FROM    AN    OLD    MANUSCRIPT. 

THROW  an  apple  up  a  hill, 
Down  the  apple  tumbles  ftill ; 
Roll  it  down,  it  never  flops 
Till  within  the  vale  it  drops  : 
So  are  all  things  prone  to  Love, 
All  below,  and  all  above. 

Down  the  mountain  flows  the  flream. 
Up  afcends  the  lambent  flame ; 
Smoke  and  vapour  mount  the  Ikies; 
All  preferve  their  unities ; 
Nought  below,  and  nought  above. 
Seems  averfe,  but  prone  to  Love. 

Stop  the  meteor  in  its  flight. 
Or  the  orient  rays  of  light ; 
Bid  Dan  Phoebus  not  to  fliine. 
Bid  the  planets  not  incline  ; 
'Tis  as  vain,  below,  above. 
To  impede  the  courfe  of  Love. 

Salamanders  live  in  fire. 
Eagles  to  the  fkies  afpire. 
Diamonds  in  their  quarries  lie. 
Rivers  do  the  fea  fupply  : 
Thus  appears,  below,  above, 
A.  propenfity  to  Love. 

H  4  Metals 
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Metals  grow  within  the  mine, 
Lufcious  grapes  upon  the  vine ; 
Still  the  needle  marks  the  pole ; 
Parts  are  equal  to  the  whole : 
'Tis  a  truth  as  clear,  that  Love 
Quickens  all,  below,  above. 

Man  is  born  to  live  and  die. 
Snakes  to  creep,  and  birds  to  fly; 
Fifties  in  the  waters  fwim. 
Doves  are  mild,  and  lions  grim : 
Nature  thus,  below,  above, 
Puflies  all  things  on  to  Love. 

Does  the  cedar  love  the  mountain  ?  , 
Or  the  thirfty  deer  the  fountain  ? 
Does  the  fhepherd  love  his  crook  ? 
Or  the  willow  court  the  brook  ? 
Thus  by  Nature  all  things  move. 
Like  a  running  ftream,  to  Love. 

Is  the  valiant  hero  bold  ? 
Does  the  mifer  doat  on  gold  ? 
Seek  the  birds  in  fpring  to  pair  ? 
Breathes  the  rofe-bud  fcented  air  ? 
Should  you  this  deny,  you  '11  prove 
Nature  is  averle  to  Love. 

As  the  wencher  loves  a  lafs. 
As  the  toper  loves  his  glafs. 
As  the  friar  loves  his  cowl. 
Or  the  miller  loves  the  toll. 
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So  do  all,  below,  above. 
Fly  precipitate  to  Love. 

When  young  maidens  courtfhip  fhun. 
When  the  moon  out-fhines  the  fun. 
When  the  tigers  lambs  beget. 
When  the  fnow  is  black  as  jet. 
When  the  planets  ceafe  to  move. 
Then  Ihall  Nature  ceafe  to  Love. 


EPIGRAM, 
ON    THE    POWER    OF    LOVE. 

N.  B.  This  is  delivered  down  by  tradition  as  a  pro- 
duftion  of  Cowley;  and  was  fpoken  at  the  Weftminfter- 
School  eleftion,  on  the  following  fubjedt : 

"  NuUis  amor  eft  medicabilis  herbis."        Ovid. 

SOL  Daphne  fees,  and  feeing  her  admires. 
Which  adds  new  flames  to  his  celeiHal  fires  : 
Had  any  remedy  for  Love  been  known. 
The  god  of  Phyfic,  fure,  had  cur'd  his  own. 
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PREFACE, 


IF  a  man  ftiould  undertake  to  tranflate  Pindar 
word  for  word,  it  would  be  thought  that  one 
mad-man  had  tranflated  another;  as  may  appear, 
when  he  that  under  (lands  not  the  original,  reads 
the  verbal  tradudlion  of  him  into  Latin  profe, 
than  which  nothing  feems  more  raving.  And  fure, 
fhyme,  without  the  addition  of  wit,  and  the  fpirit 
of  poetry  ("  quod  nequeo  monftrare  &  fentio  tan- 
tum")  would  but  make  it  ten  times  more  di- 
ftradled  than  it  is  in  profe.  We  mull  confider  in 
Pindar  the  great  difference  of  time  betwixt  his 
age  and  ours,  which  changes,  as  in  piftures,  at 
leall  the  colours  of  poetry ;  the  no  lefs  difference 
betwixt  the  religions  and  cufloms  of  our  countries ; 
and  a  thoufand  particularities  of  places,  perfons, 
and  manners,  which  do  but  confufcdly  appear  to 
our  eyes  at  fo  great  a  diflance.  And  lallly  (which 
were  enough  alone  for  my  purpofe)  we  nmfl  con- 
fider  that  our  ears  are  Urangers  to  the  mufick  of 
his  numbers,  which  fometimcs  (efpecially  in  fongs 
and  odes)  almofl  without  any  thing  elfe,  makes 
an    excellent   poet;    for   though  the  grammarians 
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and  critlcks  have  laboured  to  reduce  his  verfes 
into  regular  feet  and  meafures  (as  they  have  alfo 
thofe  of  the  Greek  and  Latin  comedies)  yet  in 
eft'edl  they  are  little  better  than  profe  to  our  ears. 
And  I  would  gladly  know  what  applaufe  our  beft 
pieces  of  Englifh  poefy  could  expedl  from  a  French- 
man or  Italian,  if  converted  faithfully,  and  word 
for  vv'ord,  into  French  or  Italian  profe.  And  when 
we  have  confidered  all  this,  we  muft  needs  confefs, 
that  after  all  thefe  lofles  fullained  by  Pindar,  all  we 
can  add  to  him  by  our  wit  or  invention  (not  de- 
ferting  ftili  his  fubjed)  is  not  like  to  make  him  a 
richer  man  than  he  was  in  his  own  country.  This 
is  in  fome  meafure  to  be  applied  to  all  tranflations ; 
and  the  not  obferving  of  it,  is  the  caufe  that  all 
which  ever  I  yet  faw,  are  fo  much  inferior  to  their 
originals.  The  like  happens  too  in  piftures,  from 
the  fame  root  of  exact  imitation ;  which,  being  a 
vile  and  unworthy  kind  of  fervitude,  is  incapable 
of  producing  any  thing  good  or  noble.  I  have 
feen  originals,  both  in  painting  and  poefy,  much 
more  beautiful  than  their  natural  objeifls ;  but  I 
never  faw  a  copy  better  than  the  original :  which 
indeed  cannot  be  otherwife ;  for,  men  refolving  in 
no  cafe  to  fhoot  beyond  the  mark,  it  is  a  thoufand 
to  one  if  they  fhoot  not  fliort  of  it.  It  does  not  at 
all  trouble  me  that  the  grammarians  perhaps  will 
not  fuirer  this  libertine  way  of  rendering  foreign 
authors  to  be  called  Tranflation ;  for  I  am  not  fo 
muck  enamoured  of  the  name  Tranllator,  as  not  to 
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wifh  rather  to  be  fomething  better,  though  it  want 
yet  a  name.  I  fpeak  not  (o  much  all  this,  in  de- 
fence of  my  manner  of  tranflating,  or  imitating 
(or  what  other  title  they  pleafe)  the  two  enfuing 
Odes  of  Pindar ;  for  that  would  not  deferve  half 
thefe  words ;  as  by  this  occafion  to  redify  the  opi- 
nion of  divers  men  upon  this  matter.  The  Pfalms 
of  David  (which  I  believe  to  have  been  in  their 
original,  to  the  Hebrews  of  his  time,  though  not 
to  our  Hebrews  of  Buxtorfius's  making,  the  moft 
exalted  pieces  of  poefy)  are  a  great  example  of 
what  I  have  faid ;  all  the  tranflators  of  which 
(even  Mr.  Sandys  himfelf;  for  in  defpite  of  popular 
error,  I  will  be  bold  not  to  except  him)  for  this 
very  reafon,  that  they  have  not  fought  to  fupply 
the  loft  excellencies  of  another  language  with  new 
ones  in  their  own,  are  fo  far  from  doing  honour, 
or  at  leaft  juftice,  to  that  divine  poet,  that  methinks 
they  revile  him  worfe  than  Shimei.  And  Bucha- 
nan himfelf  (though  much  the  beft  of  them  all, 
and  indeed  a  great  perfon)  comes  in  my  opinion 
no  lefs  fhort  of  David,  than  his  country  does  of 
Judea.  Upon  this  ground  I  have,  in  thefe  two 
Odes  of  Pindar,  taken,  left  out,  and  added,  what  I 
pleafe;  nor  make  it  fo  much  my  aim  to  let  the 
reader  know  precifely  what  he  ipoke,  as  what  was 
his  way  and  manner  of  Ipeaking ;  which  has  not 
been  yet  (that  I  know  of)  introduced  into  Englifh, 
though  it  be  the  nobleft  and  higheft  kind  of  v/rit- 
ing  in  verfe;  and  which  might,  perhaps,  be  put 
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into  the  lift  of  Pancirolus,  among  the  loft  inven- 
tions of  antiquity.  This  eftay  is  but  to  try  how 
it  will  look  in  an  Englifti  habit :  for  which  expe- 
riment, I  have  chofen  one  of  his  Olympic,  and 
another  of  his  Nemaean  Odes ;  which  are  as  fol- 
loweth. 


THE 
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THE  SECOND  OLYMPIC  ODE 
OF  PINDAR. 

Written  In  praife  of  Theron,  prince  of  Agrlgentum  (a 
famous  city  in  Sicily,  built  by  his  anceftors)  who,  in 
the  fcventy-feventh  Olympic,  won  the  chariot -prize. 
He  is  commended  from  the  nobility  of  his  race 
(whofe  llory  is  often  toucht  on)  ;  from  his  great 
riches  (an  ordinary  common-place  in  Pindar) ;  from 
his  hofpitality,  munificence,  and  other  virtues.  The 
Ode  (according  to  the  conftant  cuftom  of  the  Poet) 
confifts  more  in  digreflions,  than  in  the  main  fub- 
jeft  :  and  the  Reader  muft  not  be  choqued  to  hear 
him  fpeak  fo  often  of  his  own  Mufe ;  for  that  is  a 
liberty  which  this  kind  of  poetry  can  hardly  live 
without. 

OUEEN  of  all  harmonious  things. 
Dancing  words,  and  {peaking  firings  i 
What  God,  what  Hero,  wilt  thou  fmg  ? 
What  happy  man  to  equal  glories  bring  ? 

Begin,  begin  thy  noble  choice. 
And  let  the  hills  around  refledl  the  image  of  thy  voice<. 

Pifa  does  to  Jove  belong; 

Jove  and  Pifa  claim  thy  fong. 
The  fair  firft-fruits  of  war,  th'  Olympic  games, 

Alcides  ofter'd-up  to  Jove ; 

Alcides  too  thy  firings  may  move ; 
But,  oh !  what  man  to  join  with  thefe  can  worthy  prove! 

Vol.  VIII.  I  Join 
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Join  Tlieron  boldly  to  their  facred  names ; 

Theron  the  next  honour  claims  ; 

Theron  to  no  man  gives  place. 
Is  firft  in  Pila's  and  in  Virtue's  race ; 

■   Theron  there,  and  he  alone, 
Ev'i>  his  own  Twifc  forefathers  has  outgone. 

They  through  rough  ways,  o'er  many  flops  they  pad. 

Till  on. the  fatfd  bank  at  lall 
They  Agrigentum  built,  the  beauteous  eye 

Of  fair-fac'd  Sicily ; 
Which  does  itfelf  i'  th'  river  by 

With  pride  and  joy  efpy. 
Then  chearful  n,ote;5  their  painted  years  did  Ang, 
And  Wealth, was  one,  and  Honour,  th'  other,  wing  ; 
TJveir  genuine  virtues  did  more  fwcet  and  clear. 

In  Fortune's  graceful  drefs,  appear. 

To  which,  great  fon  of  Rhea  !  fay 
The  firm  word  which  forbids  things  to  decay  ! 

If  in  Qlympus'  top,  where  thou 

Sitt'ft  to  behold  thy  faci  ed  (how ; 

If  in  Alpheus'  fiJvcr  flight; 

If  in  my  verfe,  thpu  doft  delight, 
.-   My  verfe,  O  Rhea's  fon  !  which  is 

Lofty  as  that,  and  fmoodi  as  this. 

For  the  pafl  fuflt;rings  of  this  noble  race 
(Since  things  once  pafl,  and  fled  out  of  thine  hand. 
Hearken  no  more  to  thy  command) 
Let  prcfent  joys  fill  up  their  placi-, 
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And  with  Oblivion's  filent  ftroke  deface 

Of  foregone  ills  the  very  trace. 
In  no  illuilrious  line 

Do  thefe  happy  changes  fhine 

More  brightly,  Theron  1  than  in  thine. 
So,  in  the  cryftal  palaces 
Of  the  blue-ey'd  Nereides, 

Ino  her  endlefs  youth  does  pleafe. 

And  thanks  her  fall  into  the  feas. 

Beauteous  Semele  does  no  lefs 

Her  cruel  midwife.  Thunder,  blefs ; 

Whilft,  fporting  with  the  Gods  on  high. 

She'  enjoys  fecure  their  company ; 

Plays  with  lightnings  as  they  fly. 
Nor  trembles  at  the  bright  embraces  of  the  Deity,. 

But  death  did  them  from  future  dangers  free ; 
What  God,  alas  !  will  caution  be 
For  living  man's  fecurity. 
Or  will  enfure  our  veflel  in  this  faithlefs  fea  ? 
Never  did  the  fun  as  yet 
So  healthful  a  fair-day  beget. 
That  travelling  mortals  might  rely  on  it. 

But  Fortune's  favour  and  her  fpite 
Roll  with  alternate  waves  like  day  and  night: 
VicifiitLiJes  which  thy  great  race  purfue. 
E'er  fince  the  fatal  fon  his  father  flew. 

And  did  old  oracles  fulfil 
Of  Gods  that  cannot  lye,  for  they  foretell  but  tlieir  own 
will/ 

I  z  Erynnis 
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Erynnis  faw  't,  and  made  in  her  own  feed 

The  innocent  Parricide  to  bleed  ; 
She  flew  his  wrathful  fons  with  mutual  blows : 

But  better  things  did  then  fucceed. 
And  brave  Therfander,  in  amends  for  what  was  part, 
arofe. 

Brave  Therfander  was  by  none, 

In  war,  or  warlike  fports,  out-done. 
Thou,  Theron,  his  great  virtues  doft  revive ; 
He  in  my  verfe  and  thee  again  does  live. 

Loud  Olympus  happy  thee, 
Ifthmus  and  Nemaea  does  twice  happy  fee; 

For  the  well-natur'd  honour  there. 
Which  with  thy  brother  thou  didfl  fliarc. 

Was  to  thee  double  grown 

By  not  being  all  thine  own  ; 
And  thofe  kind  pious  glories  do  deface 
The  old  fraternal  quarrel  of  thy  race. 

Greatnefs  of  mind  and  fortune  too 

Th'  Olympic  trophies  fliew : 
Both  their  feveral  parts  muft  do 
In  the  noble  chace  of  fame ; 
This  without  that  is  blind,  that  without  this  is  lame. 
Nor  is  fair  Virtue's  pidure  Iben  aright 

But  in  Fortune's  golden  light. 
Riches  alone  are  of  uncertain  date. 

And  on  fliort  man  long  cannot  wait; 

The  virtuous  make  of  them  tJ;e  bell:. 

And  put  tiieffi  out  to  Fame  for  intcreft ; 
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With  a  frail  good  they  wifely  buy 
The  folid  purchafe  of  eternity  : 
They,  whilft  life's  air  they  breathe,  confider  well,  and 

know 
Th'  account  they  muft  hereafter  give  below  j 
Whereas  th'  unjuft  and  covetous  above. 
In  deep  unlovely  vaults. 

By  the  juft  decrees  of  Jove, 

Unrelenting  torments  prove. 
The  heavy  neceflary  effedls  of  voluntary  faults. 

Whilft  in  the  lands  of  unexhaufted  light. 
O'er  which  the  god-like  fun's  unwearied  fight 

Ne'er  winks  in  clouds,  or  fleeps  in  night. 
An  endlefs  fpring  of  age  the  good  enjoy. 
Where  neither  Want  does  pinch,  nor  Plenty  cloy : 

There  neither  earth  nor  fea  they  plow. 
Nor  aught  to  labour  owe 
For  food,  that  whilft  it  nourilhes  does  decay. 
And  in  the  lamp  of  life  confumes  away. 
Thrice  had  thefe  men  through  mortal  bodies  paft. 

Did  thrice  the  trial  undergo. 
Till  all  their  little  drofs  was  purg'd  at  laft. 

The  furnace  had  no  more  to  do. 

Then  in  rich  Saturn's  peaceful  ftate 

Were  they  for  facred  treafures  plac'd. 
The  Mufe-difcovered  world  of  Iflands  Fortunate. 

Soft-footed  winds  with  tuneful  voices  there 
Dance  through  the  perfum'd  air  ; 

I  3  There 
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There  filver  rivers  through  enamel'd  meadows  gJide, 

And  golden  trees  enrich  their  fide ; 
Th'  illulhious  leaves  no  dropping  autumn  fear. 

And  jewels  for  their  fruit  they  bear. 

Which  by  the  bleft  are  gatlaered 
For  bracelets  to  the  arm,  and  garlands  to  t]ae  head. 
Here  all  the  Heroes,  and  their  Poets,  live; 
Wife  Rhadamanthus  did  the  fentence  g^ve. 

Who  for  liis  juftice  was  thought  fit 
With  fovereign  Saturn  on  the  bench  to  fit. 

Peleus  here,  and  Cadmus,  reign  ; 
Here  great  Achilles,  wrathful  now  no  more. 

Sines  his  bleft  mother  (who  before 

Had  try'd  it  on  his  body'  in  vain) 
Dipt  now  his  foul  in  Stygian  lake. 
Which  did  from  thence  a  divine  hardnefs  take. 
That  does  from  paflion  and  from  vice  invulnerable 
make. 

To  Theron,  Mufe  !  bring  back  thy  wandering  fong. 
Whom  thofe  bright  troops  expedl  impatiently  ; 

And  may  they  do  fo  long  ! 
How,  noble  archer  !  do  thy  wanton  arrows  fly 
At  all  the  game  that  does  but  crofs  thine  eye ; 

Shoot,  and  fpare  not,  for  I  fee 
Thy  founding  quiver  can  ne'er  emptied  be  : 
Let  Art  ufe  method  and  good-huihandry. 
Art  lives  on  Nature's  alms,  is  weak  and  poor; 
Nature  herfelf  has  unexhauHed  ftore. 

Wallows 
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\\'allows  in  wealth,  and  runs  a  turning  maze. 

That  no  vulgar  eye  can  trace. 

Art,  inftead  of  mounting  high, 
About  her  humble  food  does  hovering  fly; 
Like  the  ignoble  crow,  rapine  and  noife  does  love ; 
Whild  Nature,  like  the  facrcd  bird  of  Jove, 
Now  bears  loud  thunder;  and  anon  with  filent  joy 

The  beauteous  Phrygian  boy 
Defeats  the  ftrong,  o'ertakcs  the  flying  prey. 
And  fometimes  bafks  in  th'  open  flames  of  day; 

And  fometimes  too  he  flirowds 

His  foaring  wings  amor.g  the  clouds. 

Leave,  wanton  Mufe  !   thy  roving  flight ; 
To  thy  loud  firing  the  well-fletcht  arrow  put; 
Let  Agrigentum  be  the  Butt, 
And  Theron  be  the  White. 
And,  left  the  name  of  vcrfe  fliould  give 
Malicious  men  pretext  to  mifbelieve. 

By  the  Caftalian  waters  fvvear 
(A  facred  oath  no  poets  dare 

To  take  in  vain. 
No  more  than  Gods  do  that  of  Styx  prophane). 

Swear,  in  no  city  e'er  before, 
A  better  man,  or  greater-foul'd,  was  born; 
Swear,  that  Theron  fure  has  fworn 
No  man  near  him  (hould  be  poor; 
Swear,  that  none  e'er  had  fuch  a  graceful  art 
Fortune's  free  gifts  as  freely  to  impart. 
With  an  unenvious  hand,  and  an  unbounded  heart. 

I  4  But 
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But  in  this  thanklefs  world  the  givers 
Are  envied  ev'n  by  the  receivers : 
'Tis  now  the  cheap  and  frugal  falhion. 

Rather  to  hide,  than  pay,  the  obligation : 
Nay,  'tis  much  worie  than  fo ; 
It  now  an  artifice  does  grow. 
Wrongs  and  outrages  to  do. 
Left  men  Ihould  think  we  owe. 

Such  monfters,  Theron  !  has  thy  virtue  found 
But  all  the  malice  they  profefs. 
Thy  fecure  honour  cannot  wound ; 

For  thy  vaft  bounties  are  fo  numberlefs. 

That  them  or  to  conceal,  or  elfe  to  tell, 
Is  equally  impofTible  I 
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THE    FIRST  NEM^AN    ODE    OF 
PINDAR. 

Chromius,  the  fon  of  Agefidamus,  a  young  gentleman 
of  Sicily,  is  celebrated  for  having  won  the  prize  of 
the  chariot-race  in  the  Nemjean  games  (a  folemnity 
inftituted  firft  to  celebrate  the  funeral  of  Opheltes, 
as  is  at  large  defcribed  by  Statius  ;  and  afterwards 
continued  every  third  year,  with  an  extraordinary 
conflux  of  all  Greece,  and  with  incredible  honour  to 
the  conquerors  in  all  the  exercifes  there  pradlifed) 
upon  which  occafion  the  poet  begins  with  the  com- 
mendation of  his  country,  which  I  take  to  have  been 
Ortygia  (an  ifland  belonging  to  Sicily,  and  a  part  of 
Syracyfe,  being  joined  to  it  by  a  bridge)  though  the 
title  of  the  Ode  call  him  ^tn^an  Chromius,  perhaps 
becaufe  he  was  made  governor  of  that  town  by  Hie- 
ron.  From  thence  he  falls  into  the  praife  of  Chro- 
mius's  perfon,  which  he  draws  from  his  great  en- 
dowments of  mind  and  body,  and  moft  efpecially  from 
his  hofpjtality,  and  the  worthy  ufe  of  his  riches.  He 
likens  his  beginning  to  that  of  Hercules;  and,  accord- 
ing to  his  ufual  manner  of  being  tranfported  with  any 
good  hint  that  meets  him  in  his  way,  pafling  into  a 
digreflion  of  Hercules,  and  his  flaying  the  two  fer- 
pents  in  his  cradle,  concludes  the  Ode  with  that  hiftory. 

Eauteous  Ortygia  !   the  firfl:  breathing-place 
Of  great  Alpheus'  clofe  and  amorous  race  ! 
Fair  Delos'  After,  the  child-bed 
Of  bright  Latona,  where  ihe  bred 

Th'  ori- 
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Th'  original  new-moon  ! 
Who  faw'ft  her  tender  forehead  ere  the  horns  were 

grown  ! 
Who,  like  a  gentle  fcion  newly  flarted  out. 
From  Syracufa's  fide  doft  fprout  ! 
Thee  firft  my  fong  does  greet. 
With  numbers  fmooth  and  fleet 
As  thine  own  horfes'  airy  feet. 
When  they  young  Chromius'  chariot  drew. 
And  o'er  the  Nemaean  race  triumphant  flew. 

Jove  will  approve  my  fong  and  me ; 
Jove  is  concern'd  in  Nemea,  and  in  thee. 

With  Jove  my  fong ;  this  happy  man. 
Young  Chromius,  too,  with  Jove  began  ; 
From  hence  came  his  fuccefs. 
Nor  ought  he  therefore  like  it  lefs. 
Since  the  beft  fame  is  that  of  happinefs ; 
For  whom  fliould  we  efteem  above 
The  men  whom  Gods  do  love  ? 
'Tis  them  alone  the  Mufe  too  does  approve. 

Lo  I  how  it  makes  this  vidlory  fliine 
O'er  all  the  fruitful  ifle  of  Profcrpine  ! 
The  torches  which  the  mother  brought 
When  the  ravifli'd  maid  flie  fought, 
Appear'd  not  half  fo  bright. 
But  call  a  weaker  light. 
Through  earth,  and  ail",  and  feas,  and  op  to  th'  heavenly 
vault. 


To 
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**  To  thee,  O  Proferpiiie  !  luls  ifle  I  give," 
Said  Jove,  and,  as  he  faid, 
Smil'd,  and  bent  his  gracious  hea,d. 

"  And  thou,  O  ille  1 ' '  faid  he,  "  for  ever  jt^ive, 

"  And  keep  the  value  of  our  gift  alive  ! 
"  As  Heaven  witli  ftars,  fo  let 
"  The  country  thick  with  towns  be  (ctj 
"  And  numberlefs  as  liars  ! 
"  Let  all  the  towns  be  then 
"  Replenifh'd  thick  with  men, 
"  Wife  in  peace,  and  bold  in  wars  ! 
"  Of  thoufand  glorious  towns  the  nation, 

**  Of  thoufand  glorious  men  each  town  a  conllellation ! 
"  Nor  let  their  warlike  laurel  fcorn 

"  With  the  Olympic  olive  to  be  worn,  [adorn  1" 

"  Whofe  gentler  honours  do  fo  well  the  brows  of  peace 

Go  to  great  Syracufe,  my  Mufe,  and  wait 
At  Chromius'  hofpitable  gate ; 
'Twill  open  \vide  to  let  thee  in. 
When  thy  lyre's  voice  (hall  but  begin; 
Joy,  plenty,  and  free  welcome,  dwells  within. 
The  Tyrian  beds  thou  (halt  find  ready  dreft. 
The  ivory  table  crowded  with  a  feail : 
The  table  which  is  free  fojr  every  gueft. 

No  doubt  will  thee  admit. 
And  fcaft  more  upon  thee,  than  thou  on  it. 
Chromius  and  thou  art  met  aright, 
For,  as  by  nature  thou  doH  write. 
So  he  by  nature  loves,  and  does  by  nature  fight. 

Nature 
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Nature  hcrfelf,  whilft  in  the  womb  he  was, 
Sow'd  ftrength  and  beauty  through  the  forming  mafs ; 
•They  mov'd  the  vital  lump  in  every  part, 
And  carv'd  the  members  out  with  wondrous  art. 
She  fill'd  his  mind  with  courage,  and  with  wit. 

And  a  vaft  bounty,  apt  and  fit 
For  the  great  dower  which  Fortune  made  to  It. 

'Tis  madnefs  fure  treafures  to  hoard. 
And  make  them  ufelefs,  as  in  mines,  remain. 
To  lofe  th'  occafion  Fortune  does  afford 

Fame  and  public  love  to  gain : 

Ev'n  for  felf-conceming  ends, 

'Tis  wifer  much  to  hoard-up  friends. 
Though  happy  men  the  prefent  goods  pofTefs, 
Th'  unhappy  have  their  fhare  in  future  hopes  no  lefs. 

How  early  has  young  Chromius  begun 
The  race  of  virtue,  and  how  fvviftly  run. 

And  borne  the  noble  prize  away, 
Whilft  other  youths  yet  at  the  barriers  ftay ! 
None  but  Alcides  e'er  fet  earlier  forth  than  he: 
The  God,  his  father's,  blood  nought  could  reftr^, 

'Twas  ripe  at  firft,  and  did  difdain 
The  flow  advance  of  dull  humanity. 
The  big-limb'd  babe  in  his  huge  cradle  lay. 
Too  weighty  to  be  rock'd  by  nurfes'  hands. 

Wrapt  in  purple  fwadling-bands ; 
When,  lo  !  by  jealous  Juno's  fierce  commands. 

Two  dreadful  ferpents  come. 
Rolling  and  hifling  loud,  into  the  room ; 
To  the  bold  babe  they  trace  their  bidden  way; 

Forth 
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Forth  from  their  flaming  eyes  dread  lightnings  went. 
Their  gaping  mouths  did  forked  tongues,  like  thunder- 
bolts, prefent. 

Some  of  th'  amazed  women  dropt  down  dead 

With  fear,  fome  wildly  fled 
About  the  room,  fome  into  corners  crept. 
Where  filently  they  ftiook  and  wept : 
All  naked  from  her  bed  the  pallionate  mother  leap'd. 

To  fave  or  perifli  with  her  child ; 
She  trembled,  and  flie  cry'd;  the  mighty  infant  fmil'd  t 
The  mighty  infant  feem'd  well  pleas 'd 
At  his  gay  gilded  foes ; 
And,  as  their  fpotted  necks  up  to  the  cradle  rofe. 
With  his  young  warlike  hands  on  both  he  feiz'd; 
In  vain  they  rag'd,  in  vain  they  hifs'd. 
In  vain  their  armed  tails  they  twift. 
And  angry  circles  caft  about ; 
Black  blood,  and  fiery  breath,  and  poifonous  foul,  he 
fqueezes  out ! 

With  their  drawn  {words 
In  ran  Amphitryo  and  the  Theban  lords ; 
With  doubting  wonder,  and  with  troubled  joy. 
They  faw  the  conquering  boy 
Laugh,  and  point  downwards  to  his  prey. 
Where,  in  death's  pangs  and  their  own  gore,  they  fold- 
ing lay. 
V  hen  wife  Tireiias  this  beginning  knew, 
lie  told  with  eafe  the  things  t'  cnfue; 

From 
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From  what  monfters  he  fhould  free 

The  earth,  the  air,  and  fea ; 

What  mighty  tyrants  he  fhoilld  flay. 

Greater  monfters  far  than  they ; 
How  much  at  Phtegra's  field  the  dillrefl:  Gods  fliould  owe 

To  their  great  offspring  here  below ; 
And  how  his  club  fliould  there  outdo 
Apollo's  filver  bow,  and  his  own  father's  thunder  too. 

And  that  the  grateful  Gods,  at  lafl. 
The  race  of  his  laborious  virtue  pafl. 

Heaven,  which  he  fav'd,  fliould  to  him  give; 
Where,  marry 'd  to  eternal  youth,  he  fliould  for  ever 

live; 
Drink  neftar  with  the  Gods,  and  all  his  fenfes  pleafe 
In  their  harmonious,  golden  palaces ; 

Walk  with  incfFable  delight 
Through  the  thick  groves  of  never-withering  light. 
And,  as  he  walks,  affright 
The  lion  and  the  bear. 
Bull,  centaur,  fcorpion,  all  the  radiant  monflers  there. 

THE    PRAISE    OF    FINDAR. 

In  imitation  of  Horace's  fccond  OJc,  £.  IV. 

"  Pindarum  quifquis  fl;udet  a;mulari,  Sec." 

PINDAR  is  imitable  by  none; 
The  Phcenix  Phidar  is  a  vaft  fpecies  alone. 
Who  e'er  but  D^dalus  with  waxen  wings  could  fly. 
And  neither  fmk  too  low  nor  foar  £00  high  .'' 

What 


PRAISE    OF    PINDAR.  127 

What  could  he  who  follow'd  claim> 
But  of  vain  boldnefs  the  unhappy  fame. 

And  by  his  fall  a  fea  to  name  ? 

Pindar's  unnavigablc  fong 
Like  afwoln  flood  from  fome  fteep  mountain  pours  along; 

The  ocean  meets  with  fuch  a  voice. 
From  his  enlarged  mouth,  as  drowns  the  ocean's  noife. 

So  Pindar  does  new  words  and  figures  roll 

Down  his  impetuous  dithyrambic  tide. 

Which  in  no  channel  deigns  t'  abide. 
Which  neither  banks  nor  dykes  control : 
Whether  th'  immortal  Gods  he  fmgs. 
In  a  no  lefs  immortal  ftrain. 

Or  the  great  adls  of  God-defcended  kings. 

Who  in  his  numbers  ftlll  furvive  and  reign ; 
Each  rich-embroider 'd  line. 
Which  their  triumphant  brows  around. 
By  his  facred  hand  is  bound. 

Does  all  their  ftarry  diadems  outlhine. 

Whether  at  Pifa's  race  he  pleafe 

To  carve  in  polifh'd  verfe  the  conqueror's  images; 

Whether  the  fwift,  the  Ikilful,  or  the  ftrong, 

Pe  crowned  in  his  nimble,  artful,  vigorous  fong ; 

Whether  fome  brave  young  man's  untimely  fate. 

In  words  worth  dying  for,  he  celebrate — 

Such  mournful,  and  fuch  pleafing  words. 
As  joy  to'  his  mother's  and  his  raiftrefs'  grief  affords  — 

He 
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He  bids  him  live  and  grow  in  fame ; 

Among  the  ftars  he  flicks  his  name; 
The  grave  can  but  the  drofs  of  him  devour. 
So  fmall  is  Death's,  fo  great  the  Poet's,  power  ! 

Lo,  how  th'  obfequious  wind,  and  fwelling  air. 
The  Theban  fwan  does  upwards  bear 

Into  the  walks  of  clouds,  where  he  does  play. 

And  with  extended  wings  opens  his  liquid  way ! 
Whilft,  alas  !   my  timorous  Mufe 
Unambitious  tracks  purfues ; 
Does  with  weak,  unballaft  wings. 
About  the  moffy  brooks  and  fprings, 
About  the  trees'  new-blofibm'd  heads. 
About  the  gardens'  painted  beds. 
About  the  fields  and  flowery  meads. 
And  all  inferior  beauteous  things. 

Like  the  laborious  bee. 
For  little  drops  of  honey  flee. 

And  there  with  humble  fweets  contents  her  induilry. 


THE    RESURRECTION. 

O  T  winds  to  voyagers  at  fea, 

Nor  (howers  to  earth,  more  necefl*ary  be 

(Heaven's  vital  feed  call  on  the  womb  of  earth 
To  give  the  fruitful  year  a  birth) 
Than  Verfe  to  Virtue;  which  can  do 

The  midwife's  cfiice  and  the  nurfc's  too; 


It 
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It  feeds  it  ftrongly,  and  it  clothes  it  gay. 
And,  when  it  dies,  with  comely  pride 

Embalma  it,  and  erei^ts  a  pyramid 
That  never  will  decay 
Till  heaven  itfelf  iTiall  melt  away. 

And  nought  behind  it  ftay. 

Begin  the  fohg,  and  ilrike  the  living  lyre  ; 

Lo  !  how  the  years  to  come,  a  numerous  and  well-fitted 
quire. 

All  hand  in  hand  do  decently  advance. 

And  to  my  fong  with  fmooth  and  equal  meafures  dance ! 

Whilft  the  dance  lafts,  how  long  foc'er  it  be. 

My  mufic's  voice  fliall  bear  it  company ; 
TiU  all  gentle  notes  be  drown'd 
In  the  laft  trumpet's  dreadful  found  : 

That  to  the  fphercs  themfelves  fliall  filence  bring. 
Untune  the  univerfal  firing  : 
Then  all  the  wide -extended  Iky, 
And  all  th'  harmonious  worlds  on  high. 
And  Virgil's  facred  work,  fhall  die  ; 

And  he  himfelf  fhall  fee  in  one  fire  fhine 

Rich  Nature's  ancient  Troy,  though  built  by  hands 
divine. 

Whom  thunder's  difmal  noife. 
And  all  that  prophets  and  apoftles  louder  fpakc. 
And  all  the  creatures'  plain  confpiring  voice. 

Could  not,  whilfl  they  liv'd,  awake^ 

This  mightier  found  fliall  make 

Vol.  VIII.  K  When 
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When  dead  t'  arife  ; 
And  open  tombs,  and  open  eyes. 
To  the  long  fluggards  of  five  thoufand  years ! 
This  mightier  found  fhall  make  its  hearers  ears. 
Then  fhall  the  fcatter'd  atoms  crowding  come 
.Back  to  their  ancient  home  ; 
Some  from  birds,  from  fiflies  fome  ; 
Some  from  earth,  and  fome  from  feas ; 
Some  from  beafts,  and  fome  from  trees ; 
Some  defcend  from  clouds  on  high. 
Some  from  metals  upwards  fly. 
And,  where  th'  attending  foul  naked  and  fhivering 
ftands. 
Meet,  falute,  and  join  their  hands ; 
As  difpers'd  foldiers,  at  the  trumpet's  call, 
Hafle  to  their  colours  all. 
Unhappy  moft,  like  tortur'd  men. 
Their  joints  new  fet,  to  be  new-rack'd  again. 

To  mountains  they  for  fhelter  pray. 
The  mountains  fliake,  and  run  about  no  lefs  confus'd 
than  they. 

Stop,  ftop,  my  Mufe  I  allay  thy  vigorous  heat. 

Kindled  at  a  hint  fo  great ; 
Hold  thy  Pindaric  Pegafus  clofely  in. 

Which  does  to  rage  begin. 
And  this  itecp  hill  would  gallop  up  witl\  violent  courfe; 
'Tis  an  unruly  and  a  hard-moudi'd  horfe. 

Fierce 
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Fierce  and  unbroken  yet. 

Impatient  of  the  fpur  or  bit ; 
Now  prances  flately,  and  anon  flies  o'er  the  place  ; 
Difdains  the  fervile  law  of  any  fettled  pace, 
Confcious  and  proud  of  his  own  natural  force. 

'Twill  no  unlkilful  touch  endure. 
But  flings  writer  and  reader  too,  tliat  fits  not  {are, 

THE        MUSE. 

GO,  the  rich  chariot  inflantly  prepare ; 
The  Queen,  my  Mufe,  will  take  the  air : 
Unruly  Fancy  with  ftrong  Judgment  trace; 
Put  in  nimble-footed  Wit, 
Smooth-pac'd  Eloquer  ce  join  with  it ; 
Sound  Memory  with  young  Invention  place  ; 

Harnefs  all  the  winged  race. 
Let  the  poftiUion  Nature  mount,  and  let 

The  coachman  Art  be  fet ; 
And  let  the  airy  footmen,  running  all  bcfide. 

Make  a  long  row  x>f  goodly  pride. 
Figures,  Conceits,  Raptures,  and  Sentences, 

In  a  well-worded  drefs ;  [Lyes^ 

And  innocent  Loves,  and  pleafant  Truths,  and  ufeful 
In  all  their  gaudy  liveries. 
Mount,  glorious  Queen  1  thy  travelling  throne. 

And  bid  it  to  put  on ;  ' 

For  long,  thougJi  chearful,  is  the  way. 
And  life,  alas !  allows  but  one  ill  winter's  day. 

K  2  Where 
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Where  never  foot  of  man,  or  hoof  of  beall, 
'       The  paflage  prefs'd  ; 

Where  never  fifh  did  fly, 
And  with  fhort  filver  wings  cut  the  low  liquid  fky  ; 

Where  bird  with  painted  oars  did  ne'er 
Row  through  the  tracklefs  ocean  of  the  air; 
Where  never  yet  did  pry 

The  bufy  morning's  curious  eye  ; 
The  wheels  of  thy  bold  coach  pafs  quick  and  free. 

And  all  's  an  open  road  to  thee  ! 

Whatever  God  did  Say, 
Is  all  thy  plain  and  fmooth  uninterrupted  way ! 
Nay,  ev'n  beyond  his  works  thy  voyages  are  known. 

Thou  'haft  thoufand  worlds  too  of  thine  own. 
Thou  fpeak'ft,  great  Queen  !  in  the  fame  ftyle  as  He; 
And  a  new  world  leaps  fortli  when  thou  fay 'ft,  "  Let 
"  it  be." 

Thou  fathom'ft  the  deep  gulf  of  ages  paft. 

And  canft  pluck  up  with  eafe 
The  years  which  thou  doft  pleafe ; 
Like  ftiipwreck'd  trcafures,  by  rude  tempefts  caft 

Long  fmce  into  the  fea. 
Brought  up  again  to  light  and  public  ufe  by  thee. 

Nor  doft  thou  only  dive  fo  low. 
But  fly 
WitK  an  unwearied  wing  the  other  way  on  high. 

Where  Fates  among  the  ftars  do  grow; 

There 
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There  into  the  clofe  nefts  of  Time  doft  peep. 

And  there,  with  piercing  eye. 
Through  the  firm  Ihell  and  the  thick  white,  doft  fpy 

Years  to  come  a-forming  lie, 
Clofe  in  their  facred  fecundine  afleep. 

Til!,  hatch'd  by  the  fun's  vital  heat. 

Which  o'er  them  yet  does  brooding  fet. 

They  life  and  motion  get. 
And,  ripe  at  laft,  with  vigorous  might 
Break  through  the  fliell,  and  take  their  everlafting  flight ! 

And  fare  we  may 
The  fame  too  of  the  prefent  fay, 
If  paft  and  future  times  do  thee  obey. 

Thou  ftop'ft  this  current,  and  doft  make 
This  running  river  fettle  like  a  lake ; 
Thy  certain  hand  holds  faft  this  flippery  fnake  ! 
The  fruit  which  does  fo  quickly  wafte. 
Men  fcarce  can  fee  it,  much  lefs  tafte. 
Thou  comfiteft  in  fweets  to  make  it  laft. 
This  fliining  piece  of  ice, 
Whicli  melts  fo  foon  away 
With  the  fun's  ray. 
Thy  verfe  does  folidate  and  cryftallize. 
Till  it  a  lafting  mirror  be  ! 
Nay,  thy  immortal  rhyme 
Makes  this  one  iTiort  point  of  time 
To  fill  up  half  the  orb  of  round  eternity. 


K  3  TO 
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TO     MR.     HOBBES. 

VAST  bodies  of  philofophy 
I  oft  have  feen  and  read; 
But  all  are  bodies  dead. 
Or  bodies  by  art  fadiioned  ; 
I  never  yet  the  living  foul  could  fee. 
But  in  thy  books  and  thee  ! 
'Tis  only  God  can  knov/ 
Whether  the  fair  idea  thou  doft  fhow 
Agree  intirely  with  his  own  or  no. 
This  I  dare  boldly  tell, 
'Tis  fo  like  truth,  'twill  ferve  our  turn  as  well. 
Juft,  as  in  Nature,  thy  proportions  be. 
As  full  of  concord  their  variety. 
As  firm  the  parts  upon  their  centre  reft. 
And  all  fo  folid  are,  that  they,  at  leafl 
As  much  as  Nature,  emptinefs  detell. 

Long  did  the  mighty  Stagyrite  retain 
The  univerfal  intelledlual  reign. 
Saw  his  own  country's  fhort-liv'd  leopard  Hain; 
The  Itrongcr  Roman  eagle  did  out-fly, 
Oftencr  renev/'d  his  age,  and  faw  that  die. 
Mecca  itfelf,  in  fpite  of  Mahomet,  pofleft. 
And,  chac'd  by  a  wild  deluge  from  the  Eaft, 
His  monarchy  new  planted  in  the  Weft. 
But,  as  in  time  each  great  imperial  race 
Degenerates,  and  gives  fome  new  one  place : 


So 
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So  did  this  noble  empire  wafte. 

Sunk  by  degrees  from  glories  paft. 
And  in  the  fchool-men's  hands  it  perifti'd  quite  at  laft: 

Then  nought  but  words  it  grew, 

And  thofe  all  barbarous  too  : 
It  periQi'd,  and  it  vanifh'd  there. 
The  life  and  foul,  breath'd  out,  became  but  empty  air ! 

The  fields,  which  anfwer'd  vyell  the  ancients'  plough. 
Spent  and  out-worn,  return  no  harveft  now ; 
In  barren  age  wild  and  unglorious  lie. 

And  boaft  of  pall  fertility. 
The  poor  relief  of  prefent  poverty. 
Food  and  fruit  we  now  muft  want, 

Unlefs  new  lands  we  plant. 
We  break-up  tombs  with  facrilegious  hands  ; 

Old  rubbifh  we  rernove ; 
To  walk  in  ruins,  like  vain  ghofts,  we  love, 
And  with  fond  divining  wands 

We  fearch  among  the  dead 

For  treafures  buried ; 
Whilft  flill  the  liberal  earth  does  hold 
So  many  virgin-mines  of  undifcover'd  gold. 

The  Baltic,  Euxine,  and  the  Cafjpian, 
And  flender-limb'd  Mediterranean, 
Seem  narrow  creeks  to  thee,  and  only  fit 
For  the  poor  wretched  fifher-boats  of  wit ; 
Thy  nobler  veflel  the  vaft  ocean  tries. 

And  nothing  fees  but  feas  and  Ikies, 

K  4  Till 
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Till  unknown  regions  it  defciies. 
Thou  great  Columbus  of  the  golden  lands  of  new  phl- 
lofophies  ! 
Thy  taflc  was  harder  much  than  his ; 
For  thy  learn'd  America  is 
Not  only  found-out  firll  by  thee. 
And  rudely  left  to  future  induftry ; 
But  thy  eloquence  and  thy  wit. 
Has  planted,  peopled,  built,  and  civiliz'd,  it. 

I  little  thought  before 
(Nor,  being  my  own  felf  fo  poor. 
Could  comprehend  fo  vaft  a  ftore) 
That  all  the  wardrobe  of  rich  Eloquence 
Could  have  afforded  half  enough. 
Of  bright,  of  new,  and  lading  fluff. 
To  cloathe  the  mighty  limbs  of  thy  gigantic  fenfe. 
Thy  folid  reafon,  like  the  fhield  from  heaven 

To  the  Trojan  hero  given. 
Too  ftrong  to  take  a  mark  from  any  mortal  dart. 
Yet  fhines  with  gold  and  gems  in  every  part. 
And  wonders  on  it  grav'd  by  the  learn'd  hand  of  Art ! 
A  fhield  that  gives  delight 
Ev'n  to  the  enemies'  fight. 
Then,  when  they  're  fure  to  lofe  the  combat  by  't. 

Nor  can  the  fnow,  which  cold  Age  does  fhed 

Upon  thy  reverend  head. 
Quench  or  allay  the  noble  fires  within ; 

But  all  which  thou  haft  been. 

And 
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And  all  that  Youth  can  be,  tliou  're  yet ! 

So  fully  flill  doft  thou 
Enjoy  the  manhood  and  the  bloom  of  Wit, 
And  all  the  natural  heat,  but  not  the  fever  too  ! 
So  contraries  on  ^Etna's  top  confpire ; 
Here  hoary  frofts,  and  by  them  breaks-out  fire  ! 
A  fecure  peace  the  faithful  neighbours  keep  ; 
Th'  embolden'd  fnow  next  to  the  flame  does  fleep  ! 

And,  if  we  weigh,  like  thee. 

Nature  and  Caufes,  we  fliall  fee 

That  thus  it  needs  mull  be — 
To  things  immortal.  Time  can  do  no  wrong. 
And  that  which  never  is  to  die,  for  ever  muft  be  young. 


DESTINY. 

"  Hoc  quoque  Fatale  eft  fic  ipfum  expendere  Fatum." 

Ma  NIL. 

STrange  and  unnatural !  let 's  ftay  and  fee 
This  pageant  of  a  prodigy. 
Lo,  of  themfelves  th'  enliven'd  Chefs-men  move  ! 
Lo,  the  unbred,  ill-organ'd  pieces  prove 
As  full  of  art  and  induftry. 
Of  courage  and  of  policy. 
As  we  ourfelves,  who  think  there 's  nothing  wife  but  we  I 
Here  a  proud  Pawn  I  admire. 
That,  ftill  advancing  higher. 

At 
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At  top  of  all  became 

Another  thing  and  name ; 
Here  I  'm  amaz.'d  at  th'  aftions  of  a  Knight, 

That  does  bold  wonders  in  the  fight ; 

Here  I  the  lofmg  party  blame. 

For  thofe  falfe  Moves  that  break  the  Game, 
That  to  their  Grave,  the  Bag,  the  conquer'd  Pieces  bring, 
And,  above  all,  tli'  ill-condud:  of  the  Mated  King. 

«  Whate'er  thefe  feem,  whate'er  philofophy 

"  And  fenfe  or  reafon  tell,"  faid  I, 
"  Thefe  things  have  life,  eleftion,  liberty ; 

*'  'Tis  their  own  wifdom  moulds  their  ftate, 

"  Their  faults  and  virtues  make  their  fate. 

"  They  do,  they  do,"  faid  I ;  but  ftrait 
Lo  1  from  my  enlighten'd  eyes  the  mills  and  fhadows  fell. 
That  hinder  fpirits  from  being  vifible ; 
And  lo  !  I  faw  two  angels  play'd  the  Mate. 
With  man,  alas  !  no  otherwife  it  proves ; 
An  unfeen  hand  makes  all  their  Moves ; 

And  fome  are  great,  and  fome  are  fmall. 
Some  climb  to  good,  fome  from  good-fortune  fall; 

Some  wife-men,  and  fome  fools,  we  call ; 
Figures,  alas  !  of  fpecch,  for  Deftiny  plays  us  all. 

Me  from  the  womb  the  midwife  Mufe  did  take: 
She  cut  my  navel,  walh'd  me,  and  mine  head 

With  her  own  hands  fhe  fafhioned ; 

She  did  a  covenant  with  mc  make. 
And  circumcis'd  my  tender  foul,  and  thus  Ihe  fpake: 

«'  Thou 
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"  Thou  of  my  church  (halt  be; 
"  Hate  and  renounce,"  faid  fhe, 
"  Wealth,  honour,  pleafures,  all  the  world,  for  me. 
"  Thou  neither  great  at  court,  nor  in  the  war, 
"  Nor  at  th'  exchange,  flialt  be,  nor  at  the  wrangling 
"  Content  tliyfelf  with  the  fmall  barren  praife,     [bar : 
"  That  neglefted  verfe  does  rife." 
She  fpake,  and  all  my  years  to  come 
Took  their  unlucky  doom. 
Their  feveral  ways  of  life  let  others  chufe. 

Their  feveral  pleafures  let  them  ufe. 
But  I  was  born  for  Love,  and  for  a  Mufe. 

With  Fate  what  boots  it  to  contend  ? 
Such  I  began,  fuch  am,  and  fo  muft  end. 
The  ftar  that  did  by  being  frame. 
Was  but  a  lambent  flame. 
And  fome  fmall  light  it  did  difpenfe. 
But  neither  heat  nor  influence. 
Ko  matter,  Cowley  !  let  proud  Fortune  fee. 
That  thou  canft  her  defpife  no  lefs  than  flie  does  thee. 
Let  all  her  gifts  the  portion  be 
Of  Folly,  Lull,  and  Flattery, 
Fraud,  Extortion,  Calumny, 
Murder,  Infidelity, 
Rebellion  and  Hypocrify ; 
Do  thou  not  grieve,  nor  blufli  to  be. 
As  all  th'  infpired  tuneful  men. 
And  all  thy  great  forefathers,  were,  from  Homer  down 
to  Ben. 

BRUTUS. 
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BRUTUS. 

Excellent  Brutus  I  of  all  human  race 
The  beft,  till  Nature  was  improv'd  by  Grace ; 
Till  men  above  themfelves  Faith  raifed  more 

Than  Reafon  above  beafts  before. 
Virtue  was  thy  life's  centre,  and  from  thence 
Did  filently  and  conftantly  difpenfe 

The  gentle,  vigorous  influence 
To  all  the  wide  and  fair  circumference ; 
And  all  the  parts  upon  it  lean'd  fo  eafily, 
Obey'd  the  mighty  force  fo  willingly. 
That  none  could  difcord  or  diforder  fee 

In  all  their  contrariety : 
Each  had  his  motion  natural  and  free. 
And  the  whole  no  more  mov'd  than  the  whole  world 
could  be. 

From  thy  ftrift  rule  fome  think  that  thou  didft  fwerve 
(Miftaken,  honeft  men  !)  in  C^far's  blood; 
What  mercy  could  the  tyrant's  life  deferve. 
From  him  who  kill'd  himfelf,  rather  than  ferve  ? 
Th'  heroic  exaltations  of  Good 

Are  fo  far  from  underftood. 
We  count  them  Vice :  alas !  our  fight  *s  fo  ill. 
That  things  which  fwiftcfl;  move  feem  to  ftand  dill : 
We  look  not  upon  Virtue  in  her  height. 
On  her  fupreme  idea,  brave  and  bright. 

In  the  original  light ; 

But 
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But  as  her  beams  reflefted  pafs 
Through  our  own  Nature  or  Ill-cuftom's  glafs : 
As  'tis  no  wonder,  fo. 
If  with  dejefted  eye 
In  {landing  pools  we  feek  the  fky. 
That  ftars,  fo  high  above,  fhould  fcem  to  us  below. 

Can  we  Hand  by  and  fee 
Our  mother  robb'd,  and  bound,  and  ravilh'd  be. 

Yet  not  to  her  affiftance  ftir, 
Pleas'd  with  the  ftrength  and  beauty  of  the  ravlfher? 
Or  Ihall  we  fear  to  kill  him,  if  before 

The  cancel'd  name  of  friend  he  bore  ? 
Ingrateful  Brutus  do  they  call  ? 
Ingrateful  Caefar,  wJio  could  Rome  enthrall ! 
An  ad  more  barbarous  and  unnatural 
(In  th'  exad  balance  of  true  virtue  try'd) 
Than  his  fucceflbr  Nero's  parricide  ! 

There  's  none  but  Brutus  could  deferve 

That  all  men  elfe  fhould  wifli  to  ferve. 
And  Cxfar's  ufurp'd  place  to  him  ftiould  proiFer; 
None  can  deferv  't  but  he  who  would  refufe  the  offer. 

Ill  Fate  affum'd  a  body  thee  t'  affright. 
And  wrap'd  itfelf  i'  th'  terrors  of  the  night; 
**  I  '11  meet  thee  at  Philippi,"  laid  the  fprite; 
"  I  '11  meet  thee  there,"  faidfl  thou. 
With  fuch  a  voice,  and  fuch  a  brow. 
As  put  the  trembling  ghoft  to  fudden  flight  j 
It  vanilh'd,  as  a  taper's  light 
Goes  out  when  fpirits  appear  in  fight. 

One 
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One  would  have  thought 't  heard  the  morning  crow^ 

Or  feen  her  well-appointed  ftar 
Come  marching  up  the  Eaflem  hill  afar. 
Nor  durlt  it  in  Philippi's  field  appear. 

But  unfeen  attack'd  thee  there : 
Had  it  prefum'd  in  any  (hape  thee  to  oppofe. 
Thou  fhould'ft  have  forc'd  it  back  upon  thy  foes : 

Or  flain  't,  like  Ciefar,  though  it  be 
A  conqueror  and  a  monarch  mightier  far  than  he. 

What  joy  can  human  things  to  us  afford. 
When  we  fee  perifh  thus,  by  odd  events, 

111  men,  and  wretcjied  accidents, 
The  bell  caufe  and  bell  man  that  ever  drew  a  fvvord  ? 

When  we  fee 
The  falfe  Odlavius  and  wild  Antony, 

God-hke  Brutus  !  conquer  thee  ? 
What  can  we  fay,  but  thine  own  tragic  word  — 
That  virtue,  which  had  worfhip'd  been  by  thee 
As  the  moll  folid  Good,  and  grcatell  Deity, 

By  this  fatal  proof  became 

An  idol  only,  and  a  name. 
Hold,  noble  Brutus  !  and  reltrain 
The  bold  voice  of  thy  generous  difdain  : 

Thefe  mighty  gulphs  are  yet 
Too  deep  for  all  thy  judgment  and  thy  wit. 
The  time  's  fet  forth  already  which  fhall  quell 
Stiff  Reafon,  when  it  offers  to  rebel ; 

Which  thefe  great  fecrets  fliall  unfeal. 

And  new  philofoplues  reveal : 

A  few 


BRUTUS.  143 

A  few  years  more,  fo  foon  hadil  thou  not  dy'd, 
V»''ouId  have  confounded  human  Virtue's  pride. 
And  fhevv'd  thee  a  God  crucify'd. 


TO    DR.     SCARBOROUGH. 

HO  W  long,  alas !  has  our  mad  nation  been 
Of  epidemic  war  the  tragic  fcene. 

When  Slaughter  all  the  while 
Seem'd  like  its  fea,  embracing  round  the  ifle, 
With  tempefts,  and  red  waves,  noife,  and  afTright ! 
Albion  no  mor^,  nor  to  be  nam'd  from  white  ! 
What  province  or  what  city  did  it  fpare  ? 
It,  like  a  plague,  infefted  all  the  air. 

Sure  tlie  unpeopled  land 
Would  now  untill'd,  defert,  and  naked  fland. 

Had  God's  all-mighty  hand 
At  the  fame  time  let  loofe  Difeafes'  rage 

Their  civU  wars  in  man  to  wage. 

But  thou  by  Heaven  wert  fent 

This  defolation  to  prevent, 
A  medicine,  and  a  counter-poifon,  to  the  age. 
Scarce  could  the  fword  dilpatch  more  to  the  grave 

Than  thou  didil  fave ; 
By  wondrous  art,  and  by  fuccefsful  care. 
The  ruins  of  a  civil  war  thou  doft  alone  repair  ! 

The  inundations  of  all  liquid  Pain, 

And  deluge  Dropfy,  thou  doll  drain. 

3  Fevers, 
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Fevers,  fo  hot  that  one  would  fay 

Thou  might'ft  as  foon  hell-fires  allay 
(The  damn'd  fcarce  more  incurable  than  tliey) 

Thou  dofl:  fo  temper,  that  we  find. 

Like  gold,  the  body  but  refin'd, 

No  unhealthful  drofs  behind. 
The  fubtle  Ague,  that  for  fure.iefs'  fake 
Takes  its  own  times  th'  aflault  to  make. 
And  at  each  battery  the  whole  fort  does  fhake, 

When  thy  ftrong  guards,  and  works,  it  fpies. 
Trembles  for  iifelf,  and  flies. 

The  cruel  Stone,  that  rcfllefs  pain. 

That 's  fomctimes  roll'd  away  in  vain. 
But  ftill,  like  Syfiphus's  ftone,  returns  again. 
Thou  break'ft  and  melteft  by  learn'd  juices'  force 
(A  greater  work,  though  fliort  the  way  appear. 
Than  Hannibal's  by  vinegar  !) 

Opprefled  Nature's  nccefiary  courfe 
It  flops  in  vain ;  like  Mofes,  thou 
Strik'ft  but  the  rock,  and  ftrait  the  waters  freely  flow. 

The  Indian  fon  of  Lull  (that  foul  difeafe 

Which  did  on  this  his  new-found  world  but  lately 

feize. 
Yet  fince  a  tyranny  has  planted  here. 
As  wide  and  cruel  as  the  Spaniard  there) 

Is  fo  quite  rooted-out  by  thee. 

That  thy  patients  feem  to  be 
Reftor'd  not  to  health  only,  but  virginity. 

The 
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The  Plague  itfelf,  that  proud  imperial  ill. 
Which  deftroys  towns,  and  does  whole  armies  kill. 
If  thou  but  fuccour  the  befieged  heart. 
Calls  all  its  poifons  forth,  and  does  depart. 

As  if  it  fear'd  no  lefs  thy  art. 
Than  Aaron's  incenfe,  or  than  Phineas'  da^t. 
What  need  there  here  repeated  be  by  me 

The  vaft  and  barbarous  lexicon 
Of  man's  infirmity  ? 

At  thy  ftrong  charms  it  mufl:  be  gone 
Though  a  difeafe,  as  well  as  devil,  were  called  Legion. 

From  creeping  mofs  to  foaring  cedar  thou 
Dofl:  all  the  powers  and  feveral  portions  know. 
Which  father-Sun,  and  mother-Earth  below. 

On  their  green  infants  here  bellow : 
Canft  all  thofe  magic  virtues  from  them  draw. 

That  keep  Difeafe  and  Death  in  awe ; 
Who,  whilil  thy  wondrous  fkill  in  plants  they  fee. 
Fear  left  the  tree  of  life  fhould  be  found  out  by  thee. 
And  thy  well-travel'd  knowledge,  too,  does  give 
No  lefs  account  of  th'  empire  fenfitive; 

Chiefly  of  man,  whofe  body  is 

That  adlive  foul's  metropolis. 
As  the  great  artift  in  his  fphere  of  glafs 
Saw  the  whole  fcene  of  heavenly  motions  pafsj 
So  thou  know'ft  all  fo  well  that 's  done  within. 
As  if  fome  living  cryftal  man  thou  'dft  feen. 

Vol.  VIII.  L  Nor 
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Nor  does  this  fcience  make  thy  crown  alone. 

But  whole  Apollo  is  thine  own; 
His  gentler  arts,  belov'd  in  vain  by  me. 

Are  wedded  and  enjoy 'd  by  thee. 

Thou  'rt  by  this  noble  mixture  free 
From  the  phyficians'  frequent  malady, 

Fantaftic  inci\'ility : 
There  are  who  all  their  patients'  chagrin  have. 
As  if  they  took  each  morn  worfe  potions  than  they  gave. 
And  this  great  race  of  learning  thou  haft  run. 

Ere  that  of  life  be  half  yet  done ; 

Thou  fee 'ft  thyfelf  ftill  frefti  and  ftrong. 

And  like  t'  enjoy  thy  conquefts  long. 
The  firft  fam'd  aphorifm  thy  great  mafter  fpoke. 

Did  he  live  now  he  would  revoke. 

And  better  things  of  man  report; 
For  thou  doft  make  Life  long,  and  Art  but  ftiort. 

Ah,  learned  friend  !  it  grieves  me,  when  I  think 
That  thou  with  all  thy  art  muft  die. 
As  certainly  as  I ; 
And  all  thy  noble  reparations  fmk 
Into  tlie  fure-wrought  mine  of  treacherous  mortality. 
Like  Archimedes,  honourably  in  vain, 
Thou  hold'ft  out  towns  that  muft  at  laft  be  ta'en. 
And  tliou  thyfolf,  their  great  defender,  ftain. 
Let 's  e'en  compound,  and  for  the  prefent  live, 
*Tis  all  the  ready-money  Fate  can  givei 

Unbend 
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Unbend  fomerimes  thy  reftlefs  care. 

And  let  thy  friends  (o  happy  be 

T*  enjoy  at  once  their  health  and  thee  : 
Some  hours,  at  leafl-,  to  thine  own  pleafures  fpare; 
'>ince  the  whole  ftock  may  foon  exhaufted  be, 

Beftow  't  not  all  in  charity. 
T.et  Nature  and  let  Art  do  what  they  pleafe, 
■'^'hen  all 's  done.  Life  is  an  incurable  difeafe. 


LIFE      AND      FAME. 

OH,  Life  !  thou  Nothing's  younger  brother  ! 
So  like,  that  one  might  take  one  for  the  other  I 
V/hat  's  fomebody,  or  nobody  ? 
In  all  the  cobwebs  of  the  fchoolmen's  trade. 
We  no  fuch  nice.diftin£lion  woven  fee. 
As  'tis  "  to  be,"  or  "  not  to  be." 
Dream  of  a  fiiadow  !  a  refleftion  made 
From  the  falfe  glories  of  the  gay  reflefted  bow. 

Is  a  more  fohd  thing-  than  thou. 
Vain,  weak -built  ifthmus,  which  doft  proudly  riia 
Up  betwixt  two  eternities  ! 
Yet  canft  nor  wave  nor  wind  fuftain. 
But,  broken  and  o'erwhelm'd,  the  endlefs  oceans  meet 
again. 

And  with  what  rare  inventions  do  we  ftrive 
Ourfelves  then  to  furvive  ? 

L  2  Wife, 
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Wife,  fubtle  arts,  and  fucK  as  well  befit 
That  Nothing  Man's  no  wit !  — 
Some  with  vaft  collly  tombs  would  purchafe  it. 
And  by  the  proofs  of  death  pretend  to  live. 

"  Here  lies  the  great"  —  falfe  marble  !  where  ? 
Nothing  but  fmall  and  fordid  dull  lies  there.— 
Some  build  enormous  mountain-palaces. 

The  fools  and  architefts  to  pleafe; 
A  lafting  life  in  well-hewn  Itone  they  rear: 

So  he,  who  on  th'  Eg}'ptian  fliore 
Was  flain  fo  many  hundred  years  before, 
Lives  ftill  (oh  Life  !  mod  happy  and  moft  dear  ! 
Oh  Life  !  that  epicures  envy  to  hear  1) 
Lives  in  the  dropping  ruins  of  his  amphitheatre. 

His  father-in-law  an  higher  place  does  claim 
In  the  feraphic  entity  of  fame ; 

He,  fmce  that  toy  his  death. 
Does  fill  all  mouths,  and  breathes  in  all  men's  breath. 
'Tis  true,  the  two  immortal  fyllables  remain ; 

But  oh,  ye  learned  men  1  explain 

What  ell'ence,  what  exiftence,  this. 
What  fubftance,  what  fubfiftence,  what  hypoftafis, 

In  fix  poor  letters  is ! 
In  thofe  alone  does  the  great  Casfar  live, 

'Tis  all  the  conquer'd  world  could  give. 

We  Poets,  madder  yet  than  all. 
With  a  refin'd  fantaflic  vanity. 
Think  we  not  only  have,  but  give,  eternity. 

Fain  would  I  fee  that  prodigal, 

Who 
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Who  his  to-morrow  would  beftow. 
For  all  old  Homer's  life,  e'er  fmce  he  dy'd,  till  now ! 

THE      EXTASY. 

I  Leave  mortality,  and  things  below ; 
I  have  no  time  in  compliments  to  vvafte ; 
Farewell  to'  ye  all  in  hafle. 
For  I  am  call'd  to  go. 
A  whirlwind  bears -up  my  dull  feet, 
Th'  officious  clouds  beneath  them  meet; 
And  lo  !  I  mount,  and  lo  ! 
How  fmall  the  biggeft  parts  of  earth's  proud  title  {how ! 

Where  fhall  I  find  the  noble  Britilh  land  ? 
Lo  !  I  at  laft  a  northern  fpeck  efpy. 
Which  in  the  fea  does  lie. 
And  feems  a  grain  0'  th'  fand ! 
For  this  will  any  fin,  or  bleed  f 
Of  civil  wars  is  this  the  meed  ? 
And  is  it  this,  alas !  which  we 
(Oh  irony  of  words !)  do  call  Great  Britanie  ? 

I  pafs  by  th'  arch'd  magazines  which  hold 
Th'  eternal  ftores  of  frolt,  and  rain,  and  fnow; 
Dry  and  fecure  I  go. 
Nor  Ihake  with  fear  or  cold : 
Without  affright  or  wonder 
I  meet  clouds  charg'd  with  thunder. 
And  lightnings,  in  my  way. 
Like  harmlefs  lambent  fires  about  ray  temples  play, 

L  3  Now 
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Now  into'  a  gentle  fea  of  rolling  flame 
I'm  plung'd,  and  ftUl  mount  higher  there. 
As  flames  mount  up  through  air  : 
So  perfeft,  yet  fo  tame. 
So  great,  fo  pure,  fo  bright  a  fire. 
Was  that  unfortunate  deflre. 
My  faithful  breall  did  cover, 
Then,  when  I  was  of  late  a  wretched  mortal  lover. 

Through  feveral  orbs  which  one  fair  planet  bear. 
Where  I  behold  diftinftly  as  I  pafs 
The  hints  of  Galileo's  glafs, 
I  toudi  at  laft  the  fpangled  fphere  : 
Here  all  th'  extended  flcy 
Is  but  one  galaxy, 

'Tis  all  fo  bright  and  gay. 
And  the  joint  eyes  of  night  make  up  a  perfedl  day. 

Where  am  I  now  ?  Angels,  and  God  is  here  j 
An  unexhauflcd  ocean  of  delight 
Swallows  my  fenfes  quite. 
And  drowns  all  What,  or  How,  or  Where  ! 
Not  Paul,  who  firfl  did  thither  pafs. 
And  tJvis  great  world's  Columbus  was. 
The  tyrannous  pleafure  could  exprefs. 
Oh,  'tis  too  much  for  man  !   but  let  it  ne'er  be  lefs  ! 

The  mighty'  Elijah  mounted  fo  on  higli, 
That  fecond  man  who  leap'd  the  ditch  where  all 
The  reft;  of  mankind  fall. 
And  went  not  downwards  to  the  flcy ! 

With 
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With  much  of  pomp  and  fhow 
(As  conquering  kings  in  triumph  go) 
Did  he  to  heaven  approach,  [coach. 

And  wondrous  was  his  way,  and  wondrous  was  his 

'Twas  gaudy  all ;  and  rich  in  every  part 
Of  efTences,  of  gems ;  and  fpirit  of  gold 
Was  its  fubftantial  mould. 
Drawn  forth  by  chemic  angels'  art. 
Here  with  moon-beams  'twas  filver'd  bright. 
There  double-gilt  with  the  fun's  light ; 
And  myftic  fliapos  cut  round  in  it. 
Figures  that  did  tranfcend  a  vulgar  angel's  wit. 

The  horfes  were  of  temper'd  lightning  made. 
Of  all  that  in  Heaven's  beauteous  paftu^res  feed 
The  noblell,  fprightful'ft  breed ; 
And  flaming  manes  their  necks  array'd  : 
They  all  were  Ihod  with  diamond. 
Not  fuch  as  here  are  found. 

But  fuch  light  folid  ones  as  fliine 
On  the  tranfparent  rocks  o'  th*  Heaven-cryftalilne. 

Thus  mounted  the  great  Prophet  to  the  fkies  j 
Aflonifh'd  men,  who  oft  had  feen  ftars  fall. 
Or  that  which  fo  they  call, 
Wonder'd  from  hence  to  fee  one  rife. 
The  foft  clouds  melted  him  a  way ; 
The  fnow  and  frofts  which  in  it  lay 

Awhile  the  facred  footfteps  bore ;  [o'er  I 

The  wheels  and  horfes'  hoofs  hizz'd  as  they  paft  them 

L  4  He 
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He  paft  by  th'  moon  and  planets,  and  did  fright 
All  the  worlds  there  which  at  this  meteor  gaz'd. 
And  their  aftrologers  amaz'd 
With  th'  unexampled  fight. 
But  where  he  ftopp'd  will  ne'er  be  known. 
Till  Phoenix  Nature,  aged  grown, 
I'o'  a  better  thing  do  afpirc. 
And  mount  herfelf,  like  him,  to'  eternity  in  fire. 


TO    THE    NEW    YEAR. 

GREAT  Janus  1   (who  doft  fure  my  miftrefs  view 
Witli  all  tliine  eyes,  yet  think'ft  them  all  too  few) 
If  thy  fore-face  do  fee 
No  better  things  prepar'd  for  me. 
Than  did  thy  face  behind ; 
If  itill  her  bread  muft  fhut  againft  me  be 
(For  'tis  not  Peace  that  temple's  gate  does  bind) ; 
Oh,  let  my  life,  if  thou  fo  many  deaths  a  coming  find. 

With  thine  old  year  its  voyage  take. 
Borne  down  that  ftream  of  Time  which  no  return  can 
make ! 

Alas !  what  need  I  thus  to  pray  ? 
Th'  old  avaricious  year. 
Whether  I  would  or  no,  will  bear 
At  leall  a  part  of  me  away ; 


His 
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His  well-hors'd  troops,  the  months,  and  days,  and  hours. 
Though  never  any-where  they  ftay. 
Make  in  their  paffage  all  their  prey ; 
The  months,  days,  hours,  that  march  i'  th'  rear  can  find 

Nought  of  value  left  behind. 
All  the  good  wine  of  life  our  drunken  youth  devours  j 
Sournefs  and  lees,  which  to  the  bottom  fink. 

Remain  for  latter  years  to  drink ; 
Until,  fome  one  oft'ended  with  the  tafte. 
The  veflel  breaks,  and  out  the  wretched  relics  run  at  laft 

If  then,  young  Year  !  thou  ueedu  muft  come 

(For  in  Time's  fruitful  womb 
The  birth  beyond  its  time  can  never  tarry. 

Nor  ever  can  mifcarry)  ; 
Chufe  thy  attendants  well ;  for  'tis  not  thee 
We  fear,  but  'tis  thy  company: 
,,  Let  neither  Lofs  of  rrieiids,  or  Fame,  or  Liberty, 
■^     Nor  pining  Sickncls,  nor  cormeuting  Pain, 
Nor  Sadnefs,  nor  uncleanly  Poverty, 
Be  feen  among  thy  train : 
Nor  let  thy  livery  be 
Either  black  Sin,  or  gaudy  Vanity : 

Nay,  if  thou  lov'ft  me,  gentle  Year! 
Let  not  fo  much  as  Love  be  there  ; 
Vain  fruidefs  Love,  1  mean ;  for,  gentle  Year  ! 
Although  I  fear. 
There  's  of  this  caution  little  need. 
Yet,  gentle  Year  !  take  heed 

How 
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How  thou  doll  make 
Such  a  miilake : 
Such  Love  I  mean,  alone. 
As  by  thy  cruel  predecefTors  has  been  (hewn ; 

For,  though  I  have  too  much  caufe  to  doubt  it, 
I  fain  would  try  for  once  if  Life  can  live  without  it. 

Into  the  future  times  why  do  we  pry. 

And  feek  to  antedate  our  mifery  ? 

Like  jealous  men,  why  are  we  longing  ftill 

To  fee  the  thing  which  only  feeing  makes  an  ill  ? 

'Tis  well  the  face  is  veil'd ;  for  'twere  a  fight 

That  would  ev'n  happieft  men  affright ; 
And  fometliing  ftill  they'd  fpy  that  would  deftroy 
The  part  and  prefent  joy. 

In  whatfoever  charafter 
The  book  of  Fate  is  writ, 

'Tis  well  we  underftand  not  it ; 
We  fliould  grow  mad  with  little  learning  there : 
Upon  the  brink  of  every  ill  we  did  forefee, 

Undecently  and  fooliftily 
We  fhould  ftand  fliivering,  and  but  flowly  venture 

The  fatal  flood  to  enter. 
Since,  willing  or  unwilling,  we  muft  do  it. 
They  feel  lead  cold  and  pain  who  plunge  at  once  into  it. 


LIFE. 
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LIFE. 

"  Nafcentes  Morimur."  Manil. 

WE  're  ill  by  thefe  grammarians  us'd ; 
We  are  abus'd  by  words,  grofsly  abus'd  : 
From  the  maternal  tomb. 
To  the  grave's  fruitful  womb. 
We  call  here  Life ;  but  Life  's  a  name 
That  nothing  hero  can  truly  claim  : 
This  wretched  inn,  where  we  fcarce  ftay  to  bait. 
We  call  our  dwelling-place; 
We  call  one  ftep  a  race  : 
But  angels,  in  their  full  enlighten'd  ftate. 
Angels,  who  Live,  and  know  what  'tis  to  Be; 
Who  all  the  nonfenfe  of  Our  language  fee ; 
Who  fpeak  Things,  and  our  words,  their  ill-drawn  pic- 
tures, fcorn ; 
When  we,  by'  a  foolifh  figure,  fay, 
"  Behold  an  old  man  dead  !"  then  they 
Speak  properly,  and  cry,  "  Behold  a  man-child  born  1" 

My  eyes  are  open'd,  and  I  fee 
Through  the  tranfparent  fallacy  : 
Becaufe  we  feem  wifely  to  talk 
Like  men  of  bufmefs ;  and  for  bufinefs  walk 
From  place  to  place. 
And  mighty  voyages  we  take. 
And  mighty  journeys  feem  to  make. 
O'er  fea  and  land,  the  little  point  that  has  no  fpace: 

Becaufe 
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Eecaufe  we  light,  and  battles  gain ; 

Some  captives  call,  and  fay,  "the  reft  are  flain  :'* 

Becaufe  we  heap  up  yellow  earth,  and  fo 

Rich,  valiant,  wife,  and  virtuous,  feem  to  grow : 

Becaufe  we  draw  a  long  nobility 

From  hieroglyphic  proofs  of  heraldry. 

And  impudently  talk  of  a  pofterity. 
And,  like  Egyptian  chroniclers. 
Who  write  of  twenty  thoufand  years. 
With  maravedies  make  th'  account. 

That  fmgle  time  might  to  a  fum  amount : 

We  grow  at  laft  by  cuftom  to  believe. 
That  really  we  Live  : 

Whilft  all  thefe  Shadows,  that  for  Things  we  take. 

Are  but  the  empty  dreams  which  in  Death's  fleep  we 
make. 

J8ut  thefe  fantaftic  errors  of  our  dream 

Lead  us  to  folid  wrong ; 
We  pray  God  our  friends'  torments  to  prolong. 

And  wilh  uncharitably  for  them 
To  be  as  long  a  dying  as  Methufalem. 
The  ripen'd  foul  longs  from  his  prifon  to  come ; 
But  we  would  feal,  and  fow  up,  if  we  could,  the  womb: 
We  feek  to  clofe  and  plaifter  up  by  art 
The  cracks  and  breaches  of  th'  extended  fhell. 

And  in  that  narrow  cell 

Would  rudely  force  to  dwell 
The  noble  vigorous  bird  already  wing'd  to  part. 

THE 
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THE    XXXIV'h     CHAPTER    OF    THE 
PROPHET     ISAIAH. 

A  Wake,  and  with  attention  hear. 
Thou  drowfy  World  !  for  it  concerns  thee  near  ; 
Awake,  I  fay,  and  liften  well. 
To  what  from  God,  I,  his  loud  prophet,  tell. 
Bid  both  the  poles  fupprefs  their  ftormy  noife. 
And  bid  the  roaring  fea  contain  its  voice. 
Be  ftlll,  thou  fea ;  be  ftill,  thou  air  and  earth. 
Still  as  old  Chaos,  before  Motion's  birth : 
A  dreadful  hoft  of  judgments  is  gone  out. 
In  ftrength  and  number  more 
Than  e'er  was  rais'd  by  God  before. 
To  fcourge  the  rebel  world,  and  march  it  round  about. 

I  fee  the  fword  of  God  brandifli'd  above. 

And  from  it  ftreams  a  difmal  ray ; 

I  fee  the  fcabbard  cad  away ; 
How  red  anon  with  {laughter  will  it  prove  i 

How  will  it  fvveat  and  reek  in  blood  ! 
How  will  the  fcarlet-glutton  be  o'ergorged  with  his 

And  devour  all  the  mighty  feaft  !  [food. 

Nothing  foon  but  bones  will  reft. 
God  does  a  folemn  facriiice  prepare ; 

But 
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But  not  of  oxen,  nor  of  rams. 

Not  of  kids,  nor  of  their  dams. 

Not  of  heifers,  nor  of  lambs  : 
The  altar  all  the  land,  and  all  men  in  't  the  Andlims  are. 
Since,  wicked  men's  more  guilty  blood  to  fpare. 
The  beads  fo  long  have  facriliced  been ; 
Since  men  their  birth-right  forfeit  ftill  by  fm; 
'Tis  fit  at  laft  beafts  their  revenge  (hould  have. 
And  facrificed  men  their  better  brethren  fave. 

So  will  they  fall,  fo  will  they  flee. 
Such  will  the  creatures'  wild  diftniflion  be. 
When,  at  the  final  doom. 

Nature  and  Time  fliall  both  be  flain, 

Shall  ftruggle  with  Death's  pangs  in  vain, 
And  the  whole  world  their  funeral  pile  become. 

The  wide-llrctch'd  fcroll  of  heaven,  which  we 

Immortal  as  the  Deity  think. 
With  all  the  beauteous  characters  that  in  it 
With  fuch  deep  fenfe  by  God's  own  hand  were  writ 
(Whofe  eloquence,  though  we  underlland  not,  we  ad- 
Shall  crackle,  and  the  parts  together  llirink       [mire) 

Like  parchment  in  a  fire  : 
Th'  exhaufted  fun  to  th'  moon  no  more  iTiall  lend ; 
But  truly  then  headlong  into  the  fea  defcend: 
The  glittering  hoU,  now  in  fuch  fair  array. 
So  proud,  fo  well-appointed,  and  fo  gay. 
Like  fearful  troops  in  fome  ftrong  ambuih  ta'en. 
Shall  fome  fly  routed,  and  fome  fall  Hain, 
Thick  as  ripe  fruit,  or  yellow  leaves,  in  autumn  fall. 
With  fuch  a  violent  florm  as  blows  down  tree  and  all. 

And 
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And  thon,  O  curfed  land  ! 
Which  wilt  not  fee  the  precipice  where  thou  doft  ftand 

(Though  thou  ftand'rt  jull  upon  the  brink) 
Thou  of  this  poifon'd  bowl  the  bitter  dregs  fhalt  drink. 

Thy  rivers  and  thy  lakes  fhall  fo 
With  human  blood  o'er  flow. 
That  they  fhall  fetch  the  flaughter'd  corpfe  away. 
Which  in  the  fields  around  unburied  lay. 
And  rob  the  beads  and  birds  to  give  the  filh  their  prey : 
The  rotting  corpfe  fliall  fo  infedt  the  air. 
Beget  fuch  plagues  and  putrid  venoms  there. 

That  by  thine  own  dead  Ihall  be  flain 

All  thy  few  living  that  remain. 

As  one  who  buys,  furveys,  a  ground, 
So  the  deftroying-angel  meafures  it  aroimd ; 

So  careful  and  fo  ftricl  he  is. 
Left  any  nook  or  corner  he  fhould  mifs : 

He  walks  about  the  perilhing  nation. 
Ruin  beliind  him  ftalks  and  empty  Defolation, 

Then  (hall  the  market  and  the  pleading-place 

Be  choak'd  with  brambles  and  o'ergrown  with  grafs  : 

The  ferpents  through  thy  ftreets  Ihall  roll. 
And  in  thy  lower  rooms  the  wolves  Ihall  howl. 
And  thy  gilt  chambers  lodge  the  raven  and  the  owl,  . 
And  all  the  wing'd  ill-omens  of  the  air. 
Though  no  new  ills  can  be  foreboded  there : 
The  lion  then  fhall  to  the  leopard  fay, 

"  Brother  leopard,  come  away  ; 
"  Behold  a  land  which  God  has  given  us  in  prey  !. 

«  Behold 
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*'  Behold  a  land  from  whence  we  fee 

"  Mankind  expuls'd,  his  and  our  common  enemy  !'* 

The  brother  leopard  fhakes  himfelf,  and  does  not  flay. 

The  glutted  vultures  fliall  expect  in  vain 
New  armies  to  be  flain ; 
Shall  find  at  laft  the  bufmefs  done. 
Leave  their  confumed  quarters,  and  be  gone: 
Th'  unburied  ghofts  fhall  fadly  moan. 
The  fatyrs  laugh  to  hear  them  groan : 
The  evil  fpirits,  that  delight 
To  dance  and  revel  in  the  maflc  of  night. 
The  moon  and  liars,  their  fole  fpedators,  Ihall  affright : 
And,  if  of  loft  mankind 
Aught  happen  to  be  left  behind ; 
If  any  relics  but  remain; 
They  in  the  dens  Ihall  lurk,  beafts  in  the  palaces  Ihall 
reiwn. 


THE    PLAGUES     OF    EGYPT. 

IS  this  thy  bravery,  Man,  is  this  thy  pride  ? 
Rebel  to  God,  and  flave  to  all  befide  ! 
Captiv'd  by  every  thing  !  and  only  free 

To  fly  from  thine  own  liberty  ! 
All  creatures,  the  Creator  faid,  were  thine ; 
No  creature  but  might  fmce  fay,  "Man  is  mine." 
In  black  Egyptian  flavery  we  lie ; 
And  fweat  and  toil  in  the  vile  drudgery 

Of 
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Of  tyrant  Sin ; 
To  which  we  tropliies  raife,  and  wear  out  all  our  breath 
In  building  up  the  monuments  of  Death; 
We,  the  choice  race,  to  God  and  angels  kin ! 
In  vain  the  prophets  and  apoflles  come 

To  call  us  home. 
Home  to  the  promis'd  Canaan  above. 
Which  does  with  nourishing  milk  and  pleafant  honey 

flow; 
And  even  i'  th'  way  to  which  we  fhould  be  fed 

With  angels'  tafteful  bread: 
But  we,  alas  !   the  flelh-pots  love. 
We  love  the  very  leeks  and  fordid  roots  below. 

In  vain  we  judgments  feel,  and  wonders  fee  ? 
In  vain  did  God  to  defcend  hither  deign; 
He  was  his  own  ambaffador  in  vain. 
Our  Mofes  and  our  guide  himfelf  to  be  ! 

We  will  not  let  ourfelves  to  go. 
And  with  worfe  harden'd  hearts  do  our  own  Pharaohs 
grow. 

Ah  !  left  at  laft  we  perilh  fo. 
Think,  ftubborn  Man,  think  of  th'  Egyptian  Prince 
(Hard  of  belief  and  will,  but  not  fo  hard  as  thou)  ; 
Think  with  what  dreadful  proofs  God  did  convince 
The  feeble  arguments  that  human  power  could  fhow  j 

Think  what  plagues  attend  on  thee. 
Who  Mofes'  God  doft  now  refufe,   more  oft  than 
Mofes  he. 

Vol.  VIIL  M  « If 


i62  COWLEY'S      POEMS. 

"  If  from  fome  god  you  come"  (faid  the  proud  king 

With  half  a  fmile  and  half  a  frown  ; 
"  But  what  god  can  to  Egypt  be  unknown  ?) 
«'  What  fign,  what  powers,  what   credence,   do   yon 
"  bring  r" 
«  Behold  his  feal !  behold  his  hand  1" 
Cries  Mofes,  and  cafts  down  th'  all-mighty  wand. 
Th'  all-mighty  wand  fcarce  touch'd  the  earth. 
When,  with  an  undifcerned  birth, 
Th'  all-mighty  wand  a  ferpent  grew. 
And  his  long  half  in  painted  folds  behind  him  drew : 
Upwards  his  threatening  tail  he  threw; 
Upwards  he  caft  his  threatening  head : 
He  gap'd  and  hifs'd  aloud. 
With  flaming  eyes  furvey'd  the  trembling  crowd. 
And,  like  a  bafilifk,  almofl  Icok'd  th'  affembly  dead ; 
Swift  fled  th'  amazed  king,  the  guards  before  him  fled. 

Jannes  and  Jambres  ftopp'd  their  flight. 

And  with  proud  words  allay'd  th'  affright. 
*'  The  God  of  flaves,"  faid  they,  "  how  can  he  be 
*'  More  powerful  than  their  mafters'  deity  ?" 

And  down  they  caft  their  rods. 
And  mutter' d  fecret  founds  that  charm  the  fervile  gods. 

The  evil  fpirits  their  charms  obey. 
And  in  a  fubtle  cloud  they  fnatch  the  rods  away. 
And  ferpents  in  their  place  the  airy  jugglers  lay. 

Serpents  in  Egypt's  monftrous  land 
Were  ready  ftill  at  hand. 
And  all  at  the  Old  Serpent's  firft  command. 

And 
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And  they  too  gap'd,  and  they  too  hifs'd. 
And  they  their  threatening  tails  did  twifi: ; 
But  ftrait  on  both  the  Hebrew-ferpent  flew. 
Broke  both  their  aftive  backs,  and  both  it  flew. 
And  both  almoft  at  once  devour'd ; 

So  much  was  over-power'd. 
By  God's  miraculous  creation. 
His  fervant's.  Nature's,   flightly-v,  rought  and  feeble 
generation  ! 

On  the  fam'd  bank  the  prophets  flood, 
Touch'd  with  their  rod,  and  v/ounded;  all  the  flood ; 
Flood  now  no  more,  but  a  long  vein  of  putrid  blood. 

The  helplefs  fifli  were  found 

In  their  ftrange  current  drown'd  : 
The  herbs  and  trees  wafli'd  by  the  mortal  tide 

About  it  blufli'd  and  dy'd  : 
Th'  amazed  crocodiles  made  hafte  to  ground ; 
From  their  vaft  trunks  the  dropping  gore  they  fpied. 
Thought  it  their  own,  and  dreadfully  aloud  they  cried. 

Nor  all  thy  priefls,  nor  thou 

Oh  king  I  could'fl;  ever  fliow 
From  whence  thy  wandering  Nile  begins  his  courfc— 
Of  this  new  Nile  thou  feeft  the  facred  fource  ; 

And,  as  thy  land  that  does  o'erflow. 

Take  heed  left  this  do  fo  ! 
What  plague  more  jufl:  could  on  thy  waters  fall  ? 
The  Hebrew  infants'  murder  fiains  them  all : 
The  kind,  inftrufting  punifliment  enjoy;  [flroy. 

Whom  the  red  river  cannot  mend,  theRed-fea^fllall  de- 
M  2  The 
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The  river  yet  gave  one  inftruftion  more ; 
And,  from  the  rotting  fifh  and  unconcofted  gore 

(Which  was  but  water  juft  before), 

A  loathfome  holl  was  quickly  made. 
That  fcal'd  the  banks,  and  with  loud  noife  did  all  the 

country'  invade. 
As  Nilus  when  he  quits  his  facred  bed 
(But  like  a  friend  he  vifits  all  the  land 

With  welcome  prefents  in  his  hand) 
So  did  this  Living  Tide  the  fields  o'erfpread : 

In  vain  th'  alarmed  country  tries 

To  kill  their  ncifome  enemies ; 
From  th'  unexhaufted  fource  Hill  new  recruits  arife. 
Nor  does  the  earth  thefe  greedy  troops  fuffice. 

The  towns  and  hcufes  they  pcfTefs, 

The  temples  and  the  palaces. 

Nor  Pharaoh,  nor  his  gods,  they  fear ; 

Both  their  importune  croakings  hear. 
Unfatiate  yet,  they  mount  up  higher. 
Where  never  fun-born  Frog  durft  to  afpire. 
And  in  the  filken  beds  their  flimy  members  place ; 
A  luxury  unknown  before  to  all  the  watery  race  ! 

The  water  thus  her  wonders  did  produce  ; 

But  both  were  to  no  ufe ; 
As  yet  the  forcerers'  mimic  power  ferv'd  for  excufe. 
"  Try  what  the  earth  will  do,"  faid  God,  and  lo  ! 

They  flrook  the  earth  a  fertile  blow. 


And 
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And  all  the  duft  did  ftrait  io  ftir  begin; 

One  would  have  thought  fome  fudden  vvind't  had  been ; 

But  lo  !  'twas  nimble  life  was  got  within  ! 

And  all  the  little  fprings  did  move. 
And  every  duft  did  an  arm'd  vermin  prove. 
Of  an  unknown  and  new-created  kind. 
Such  as  the  magic-gods  could  neither  make  nor  find. 
The  wretched  fliameful  Foe  allow'd  no  reft 

Either  to  man  or  beaft. 
Not  Pharaoh  from  tli'  unquiet  plague  could  be. 

With  all  his  change  of  raiments,  free ; 

The  devils  themfelves  confefs'd 

This  was  God's  hand  ;  and  'twas  but  juft. 
To  punifti  thus  man's  pride,  to  punifh  duft  with  duft. 

Lo  !  the  third  element  does  his  plagues  prepare. 
And  fwarming  clouds  of  infedts  fill  the  air ; 
With  fuUen  noife  they  take  their  flight. 
And  march  in  bodies  infinite  ; 
In  vain  'tis  day  above,  'tis  ftill  beneath  them  night. 
Of  harmful  Flies  the  nations  numberlefs 
Compos'd  this  mighty  army's  fpacious  boaft; 
Of  different  manners,  different  languages ; 
And  different  habits,  too,  they  wore. 

And  different  arms  they  bore  ; 
And  fome,  like  Scythians,  liv'd  on  blood. 
And  fome  on  green,  and  fome  on  flowery  food ; 
And  Accaron,  the  airy  prince,  led  on  this  various  hofl. 
Houfes  fecure  not  men,  the  populous  ill 
Did  all  the  houfes  fill : 

M  3  The 


i66         COWLEY'S      POEMS, 

The  country  all  around 
Did  with  the  cries  of  tortur'd  cattle  found ; 
About  the  fields  enrag'd  they  flew. 
And  willi'd  the  plague  that  was  t'  enfue. 

From  poifonous  ftars  a  mortal  influence  came 

(The  mingled  malice  of  their  flame) ; 
A  fkilful  angel  did  th'  ingredients  take. 
And  with  juft  hands  the  fad  compofure  make. 
And  over  all  the  land  did  the  full  vial  fliake. 
Third:,  giddinefs,  faintnefs,  and  putrid  heats. 

And  pining  pains,  and  flaivering  fweats. 
On  all  the  cattle,  all  the  beafts,  did  fall ; 
With  deform'd  death  the  country  's  cover'd  all. 
The  labouring  ox  drops  down  before  the  plow ; 
The  crowned  viftims  to  the  altar  led 

Sink,  and  prevent  the  lifted  blow  : 
The  generous  horfe  from  the  full  manger  turns  his  head. 

Does  his  lov'd  floods  and  pallures  fcorn. 

Hates  the  ftirill  trumpet  and  the  horn. 

Nor  can  his  llfelefs  noftril  pleafe 
With  the  once-ravifliing  fmell  of  all  his  dappled  mif- 

The  fl:arving  flieep  refufe  to  feed,  [trefles : 

They  bleat  their  innocent  fouls  out  into  air ; 
The  faithful  dogs  lie  gafping  by  them  there;      [reed. 
Th'  aftonifli'd  fhepherd  weeps,  and  breaks  his  tuneful 

Thus  did  the  beafts  for  man's  rebellion  die; 
God  did  on  man  a  gentler  medicine  try. 
And  a  Difeafc,  for  Phyfic,  did  apply. 

3  Warm 
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Warm  afhes  from  the  furnace  Mofes  took ; 
The  forcerers  did  with  wonder  on  him  look. 
And  fmil'd  at  th'  unaccuftom'd  fpell. 

Which  no  Egyptian  rituals  tell : 
He  flings  the  pregnant  afhes  through  the  air. 

And  fpeaks  a  mighty  prayer ; 
Both  which  the  miniftering  winds  around  all  Egypt  bear. 
As  gentle  weftern  blafts  with  downy  wings. 

Hatching  the  tender  fprings. 
To  th'  unborn  buds  with  vital  whifpers  fay, 

"  Ye  living  buds,  why  do  ye  flay  :" 
The  pafTionate  buds  break  through  the  bark  their  way  : 
So,  wherefoe'er  this  tainted  v\ind  but  blew. 

Swelling  pains  and  ulcers  grew; 
It  from  the  body  call'd  all  fleeping  poilbns  out. 

And  to  them  added  new ; 
A  noifome  fpring  of  fores,  as  thick  as  leaves,  did  fprout. 

Heaven  itfelf  is  angry  next; 

(Woe  to  man,  when  Heaven  is  vext ! ) 
With  fullen  brow  it  frown'd. 
And  murmur'd  firll  in  an  imperfeft  found  : 

Till  Mofes,  lifting  up  his  hand. 
Waves  the  expefted  fignal  of  his  wand; 
And  all  the  fuU-charg'd  clouds  in  ranged  fquadrons 
move. 
And  fill  the  fpacious  plains  above  ; 
Through  which  the  rolling  thunder  firil  does  play^ 
And  opens  wide  the  tempeft's  noify  way. 

M  4  And 
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And  ftrait  a  ftony  fhower 
Of  monftrous  Hail  does  downwards  pour. 
Such  as  ne'er  winter  yet  brought  forth. 
From  all  her  ftormy  magazines  of  the  north. 
It  all  the  bealls  and  men  abroad  did  flay. 
O'er  the  defaced  corpfe,  like  monuments,  lay; 
The  houfes  and  ftrong-body'd  trees  it  broke. 

Nor  aik'd  aid  from  the  thunder's  ftroke; 
The  thunder  but  for  terror  through  it  flew. 

The  hail  alone  the  work  could  do. 

The  difmal  lightnings  all  around. 
Some  flying  through  the  air,lbme  running  on  the  ground. 

Some  fvvimming  o'er  the  water's  face, 

Fill'd  witli  bright  horror  every  place  ; 
One  would  have  thought,  their  dreadful  day  to  have  feen. 
The  very  hail,  and  rain  itfelf,  had  kindled  been. 

The  infant  corn,  which  yet  did  fcarce  appear, 
Efcap'd  tliis  general  maflacre 
Of  every  thing  that  grew. 
And  the  well-ftor'd  Egyptian  year 
Began  to  clothe  her  fields  and  trees  anew.  [blew. 

When  lo  !  a  fcorching  wind  from  the  burnt  countries 
And  endlefs  legions  with  it  drew 
Of  greedy  Locufts  ;  who,  where'er 
With  founding  wings  they  flew. 
Left  all  the  earth  depopulate  and  bare. 
As  if  Winter  itfelf  had  march'd  by  there. 

Whate'er  the  Sun  and  Nile 
Gnve  with  large  bounty  to  the  thankful  foil. 

The 
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The  wretched  pillagers  bore  away. 
And  the  whole  Summer  was  their  prey; 

Till  Mofes  with  a  prayer 
Breath'd  forth  a  violent  weftern  wind. 
Which  all  thefe  living  clouds  did  headlong  bear 

(No  ftragglers  left  behind) 
Into  the  purple  fea,  and  there  beftovv 
On  the  luxurious  fifh  a  feaft  they  ne'er  did  know. 
With  untaught  joy  Pharaoh  the  news  does  hear. 
And  little  thinks  their  fate  attends  on  him  and  his  fo 


What  blindnefs  or  what  darknefs  did  there  e'er 

Like  this  undocUe  king's  appear  1 
What,  e'er,  but  that  which  now  does  reprefent 
And  paint  the  crime  out  in  the  punilhment  ? 
From  the  deep  baleful  caves  of  hell  below. 
Where  the  old  mother  Night  does  grow  — 
Subftantial  Night,  that  does  difclaim 
Privation's  empty  name  — 
Through  fecret  conduits  monllrous  Ihapes  arofe. 
Such  as  the  fun's  whole  force  could  not  oppofe: 
They  with  a  folid  cloud 
All  heaven's  eclipfed  face  did  fhroud; 
Seem'd,  with  large  wings  fpread  o'er  the  fea  and  earth. 
To  brood  up  a  new  Chaos's  deformed  birth. 

And  every  lamp,  and  every  fire. 
Did  at  the  dreadful  fight  wink  and  expire. 
To  th'  Empyrean  fource  all  ftreams  of  light  feem'd  to 
retire. 

The 
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The  living  men  were  ia  their  (landing  houfes  buried ; 
But  the  long  Night  no  flumber  knows. 
But  the  fnort  Death  finds  no  repofe  ! 

Ten  thoufand  terrors  through  the  darknefs  fled. 

And  ghofts  complain'd,  and  fpirits  murmured ; 
And  Fancy's  multiplying  fight 

Vievv'd  all  the  fcenes  invifible  of  Night, 

Of  God's  dreadful  anger  thefe 
Were  but  the  firft  light  fkirmifhes ; 
The  fhock  and  bloody  battle  now  begins. 
The  plenteous  harveft  of  full-ripen'd  fins. 
It  was  the  time  when  the  ftill  moon 
Was  mounted  foftly  to  her  noon. 
And  dewy  Sleep,  which  from  Night's  fecret  fprings  arofe. 

Gently  as  Nile  the  land  o'erflows. 
When  lo  !   from  the  high  countries  of  refined  day. 

The  golden  heaven  without  allay— 
Whofe  drofs,  in  the  creation  purg'd  away. 
Made  up  the  fun's  adulterate  ray — 
Michael,  the  warlike  prince,  does  downwards  fly. 
Swift  as  the  journies  of  the  fight. 
Swift  as  the  race  of  light. 
And  with  his  winged  will  cuts  through  the  yielding 

fty. 
He  pafs'd  through  many  a  ftar,  and,  as  he  paft, 
Shone  (like  a  ftar  in  them)  more  brightly  there 

Than  they  did  in  their  fphere. 
On  a  tall  pyramid's  pointed  head  he  ftopp'd  at  laft. 
And  a  mild  lock  of  facred  pity  call 

Do>^n 
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Down  on  the  finful  land  where  he  was  fent, 

T'  inflift  the  tardy  punifhment. 
*'  Ah  !  yet,"  faid  he,  "  yet,  ftubborn  king  !   repent, 

«  Whilll:  thus  unarm'd  I  ftand, 
*'  Ere  the  keen  fwcrd  of  God  fill  my  commanded  hand; 
*'  Suffer  but  yet  thyfelf,  and  thine  to  live; 

"  Who  would,  alas !  believe 

"  That  it  for  man,"  faid  he, 

"  So  hard  to  be  forgiven  fhould  be, 
"  And  yet  for  God  fo  eafy  to  forgive  1" 

He  ipoke,  and  downwards  flew. 
And  o'er  his  fhining  form  a  well-cut  cloud  he  threw. 

Made  of  the  blackeil;  fleece  of  Night, 
And  clofe -wrought  to  keep  in  the  powerful  light. 
Yet  wrought  fo  fine  it  hinder 'd  not  his  flight; 
But  through  the  key-holes  and  the  chinks  of  doors. 
And  through  the  narrow'!!:  walks  of  crooked  pores. 

He  part  more  fwift  and  free. 
Than  in  wide  air  the  wanton  fwallows  flee. 
He  took  a  pointed  Peflilence  in  his  hand  ; 
The  fpirits  of  thoufand  mortal  poifons  made 

The  flirongly-temper'd  blade. 

The  fliarpeft  fword  that  e'er  was  laid 
Up  in  the  magazines  of  God  to  fcourge  a  wicked  land. 
Through  Egypt's  wicked  land  his  march  he  took. 
And  as  he  march'd  the  facred  firfl:-born  fl:rook 

Of  every  womb ;  none  did  he  fpare. 
None,  from  the  meaneft  beaft  to  Cenchre's  purple  heir. 

The 
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The  fwift  approach  of  endlefs  night 
Breaks  ope  the  wounded  fleepers'  rolling  eyes ; 
They'  awake  the  reft  with  dying  cries. 
And  dai  knefs  doubles  the  affright ; 
The  mixed  founds  of  fcatter'd  deaths  they  hear. 
And  lofe  their  parted  fouls  'twixt  grief  and  fear. 
Louder  than  all  the  ihrieking  women's  voice 
Pierces  this  chaos  of  confufcd  noife ; 

As  brighter  lightning  cuts  a  way 
Clear  and  diftinguifli'd  through  the  day. 
With  lefs  complaints  the  Zoan  temples  found. 

When  the  adored  heifer  's  drown'd. 
And  no  true-mark'd  fucccflbr  to  be  found. 
Wliilft  health  and  ftrength,  and  gladnefs,  does  poflef. 
The  feftal  Hebrew  cottages ; 
The  bleft  Deftroyer  comes  not  there. 
To  interrupt  the  facred  chear 
That  new  begins  their  well-reformed  year : 
Upon  their  doors  he  read  and  underltood, 

God's  protedtion,  writ  in  blood ; 
Well  was  he  fkill'd  i'  th'  character  Divine  ; 
And,  though  he  pafs'd  by  it  in  hafte. 
He  bow'd  and  worfliip'd,  as  he  paft. 
The  mighty  myftery  through  its  humble  fign. 

The  fword  ftrikes  now  too  deep  and  near. 

Longer  with  its  edge  to  play; 
No  diligence  or  coft  they  fpare 

To  haile  the  Hebrews  now  away, 

Pharaoh 
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Pharaoh  himfelf  chides  their  delay  ; 
So  kind  and  bountiful  is  Fear  ! 
But,  oh  !   the  bounty  which  to  fear  we  owe. 
Is  but  like  fire  ftruck  out  of  ftone ; 
So  hardly  got,  and  quickly  gone. 

That  it  fcarce  out-lives  the  blow. 
Sorrow  and  fear  foon  quit  the  tyrant's  breaft ; 

Rage  and  revenge  their  place  poflefs'd; 
With  a  vaft  hoft  of  chariots  and  of  horfe. 
And  all  his  powerful  kingdom's  ready  force. 

The  travelling  nation  he  purfucs  j 
Ten  times  o'ercome,  he  ftill  th'  unequal  war  renews. 

Fill'd  with  proud  hopes,  «  At  leaft,"  faid  he, 
"  Th'  Egyptian  Gods,  from  Syrian  magic  free, 

"  Will  now  revenge  themfelves  and  me ; 
"  Behold  what  pafslefs  rocks  on  either  hand, 

"  Like  prifon-walls,  about  them  ftand, 

«  Whilft  the  fea  bounds  their  flight  before  ! 
"  And  in  our  injur'd  juftice  they  mull  find 
"  A  far  worfe  flop  than  rocks  and  feas  behind ; 

"  Which  fhail  with  crimfon  gore 
*'  New  paint  the  water's  name,  and  double  dye  the  fhore." 

He  fpoke  ;  and  all  his  hofl 

Approv'd  with  fhouts  th'  unhappy  boaft; 
A  bidden  wind  bore  his  vain  words  away. 

And  drowu'd  them  in  the  neighbouring  fea. 
No  means  t'  efcape  the  faithlefs  travellers  fpy. 

And,  with  degenerous  fear  to  die, 

Curfe  their  new-gotten  liberty. 

But 
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But  the  great  Guide  well  knew  he  led  them  right. 
And  faw  a  path  hid  yet  from  human  fight : 
He  flrikes  the  raging  waves,  the  waves  on  either  fiJe 
Unloofe  their  clofe  embraces,  and  divide ; 
And  backwards  prefs,  as  in  feme  fclemn  fhow 
The  crowding  people  do 

(Though  juft;  before  no  fpace  was  fecn) 
To  let  the  admired  triumph  pals  beiween. 
The  wondering  army  faw  on  either  hand 
The  no-lefs -wondering   waves  like  rocks  vt   crvlUI 
Hand  : 

They  march'd  betwixt,  and  boldlv  trod 
The  fecret  paths  of  God. 
And  here  and  there  all  fcatter'd  in  their  way 
The  fea's  old  fpoils,  and  gaping  fiilies,  lay 

Deferted  on  the  fandy  plain  : 
The  fun  did  with  afronilhment  behold 
The  inmoft  chambers  of  the  open'd  main  ; 

For,  whatfoe'er  of  old 
By  his  own  pricfts  the  poets  has  been  faid. 
He  never  funk  til!  then  into  the  ocean's  bed. 

Led  chearfully  by  a  bright  captain.  Flame, 
To  th'  other  fliore  at  morning-dawn  they  came. 
And  faw  behind  th'  unguided  foe 
March  diforderly  and  flow. 
The  prophet  ftraight  from  th'  Idumean  llrand 

Shakes  his  imperious  wand  : 

The  upper  waves,  that  highcft  crowded  lie. 

The  beckoning  wand  efpy ; 

Strait 
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Strait  their  firft  right-hand  files  begin  to  move. 
And,  with  a  murmuring  wind. 

Give  the  word  "  March"  to  all  behind. 
The  left-hand  fquadrons  no  lefs  ready  prove. 
But,  with  a  joyful,  louder  noife, 

Anfwer  their  diflant  fellows'  voice. 
And  hafte  to  meet  them  make. 
As  feveral  troops  do  all  at  once  a  common  fignal  take. 
What  tongue  th'  amaTicment  and  th'  affright  can  tell 

Which  on  the  Chamian  army  fell. 
When  on  both  fides  tlicy  faw  the  roaring  main 

Broke  loofe  from  his  invifible  chain  ! 
They  faw  the  monftrous  death  and  watery  war 
Come  rolling  down  loud  ruin  from  afar  ! 
In  vain  fomc  backward  and  fome  forwards  fly 

With  helplefs  hafte ;  in  vain  they  cry 

To  their  cceleftial  Beafts  for  aid ; 

In  vain  their  guilty  king  they'  vipbraid; 
In  vain  on  Mofes  he,  and  Mofes'  God,  does  call. 

With  a  repentance  true  too  late; 
They  're  compafs'd  round  with  a  devouring  fate. 
That  draws,  like  a  flrong  net,  the  mighty  fea  upon 
them  all. 
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I  Sing  the  man  who  Judah's  fceptre  bore 
In  that  right-hand  which  held  the  crook  before  ; 
Who  from  belt  ^oet,  bell  of  kings  did  grow ; 
The  two  chief  gifts  Heaven  could  on  man  beftow. 
Much  danger  firft,  much  toil,  did  he  fuftain,  5 

Whilft  Saul  and  Hell  crofs'd  his  ftrong  fate  in  vain. 
Nor  did  his  crown  lefs  painful  work  afford, 
Lefs  exercife  his  patience,  or  his  fword ; 
So  long  her  conqueror.  Fortune's  fpite  purfued; 
Till  with  unwearied  virtue  he  fubdued  lo 

All  home-bred  malice,  and  all  foreign  boalls  ; 
Their  ftrength  was  Armies,  his  the  Lord  of  Hofts. 

Thou,  who  didft  David's  royal  ftem  adorn. 
And  gav'fl:  him  birth  from  whom  thyfclf  waft  born; 
Who  didft  in  triumph  at  Death's  court  appear,         15 
And  flew'ft  liim  with  thy  nails,  thy  crofs,  and  fpear, 
Whilft  Hell's  black  tyrant  trembled  to  behold 
The  glorious  light  he  forfeited  of  old ; 
Who,  heaven's  glad  burden  now,  and  jufteft  pride, 
Sict'ft  high  eathron'd  next  thy  great  Father's  fide    20 
N  2  (Where 
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(Where  haHow'd  flames  help  to  adorn  that  head 

Which  once  the  blu(hing  thorns  environed. 

Till  crimfon  drops  of  precious  blood  hung  down 

Like  rubies  to  enrich  thine  humble  crown) 

Ev'ji  thou  my  breaft  with  fuch  bleft  rage  infpire,     25 

As  mov'd  the  tuneful  firings  of  David's  lyre; 

Guide  my  bold  fteps  with  thine  own  travelling  flame. 

In  thefe  untrodden  paths  to  facred  fame  ! 

Lo,  with  pure  hands  thy  heavenly  fire  to  take, 

My  well-chang'd  Mufe  I  a  chafte  Veftal  make  !      30 

From  Earth's  vain  joys,  and  Love's  foft  witchcraft,  free, 

I  confecrate  my  Magdalene  to  thee  ! 

Lo,  this  great  work,  a  temple  to  thy  praife. 

On  polifh'd  pillars  of  ftrong  verfe  1  raife  ! 

A  temple,  where,  if  thou  vouchfafe  to  dwell,  35 

It  Solomon's  and  Herod's  fhall  excel. 

Too  long  the  Mufes'  land  hatb  heathen  been  ; 

Their  gods  too  long  were  Devils,  and  virtues  Sin  ; 

But  thou.  Eternal  Word  !  haft  call'd  forth  me, 

Th'  apofl:!e  to  convert  that  world  to  thee ;  40 

T'  unbind  the  charms  that  in  flight  fibles  lie. 

And  teach,  that  Truth  is  trucfl  poely. 

The  malice  now  of  jealous  Saul  grew  lefs, 
O'ercome  by  conftant  virtue  and  fuccefs ; 
He  grew  at  laft  more  weary  to  command  45 

New  dangers,  than  young  David  to  witliftand 
Or  conquer  them ;  he  fear'd  his  maftering  fate. 
And  envy'd  him  a  kinj^>;'3  unpowerful  hate. 
Well  did  he  know  how  palms  by'  oppreflion  fpeed, 
Viftorious,  and  the  viftor's  facred  meed  I  50 

The 
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The  burden  lifts  them  higher.     Well  did  he  know 

How  a  tame  ftream  does  wild  and  dangerous  grow 

By  unjuft  force;  he  now  with  wanton  play 

Kiffes  the  fniiling  banks,  and  glides  away  ; 

But,  his  known  channel  ftopp'd,  begins  to  roar,        55 

And  fwell  with  rage,  and  buffet  the  dull  fhore ; 

His  mutinous  waters  hurry  to  the  war. 

And  troops  of  waves  come  rolling  from  afar : 

Then  fcorns  he  fuch  weak  Hops  to  his  free  fource. 

And  overruns  the  neighbouring  fields  with  violent  courfe. 

This  knew  the  t)'rant,  and  this  ufeful  thought 
His  wounded  mind  to  health  and  temper  brought. 
He  old  kind  vows  to  David  did  renew. 
Swore  conftancy,  and  meant  his  oath  for  true. 
A  general  joy  at  this  glad  news  appear'd,  65 

For  David  all  men  lov'd,  and  Saul  they  fear'd. 
Angels  and  men  did  peace  and  David  love. 
But  Hell  did  neither  him  nor  that  approve ; 
From  man's  agreement  fierce-  alarms  they  take. 
And  quiet  here,  does  there  new  bufmefs  make.         70 
:  Beneath  the  filent  chambers  of  the  earth. 
Where  the  fun's  fruitful  beams  give  metals  birth — 
Where  he  the  growth  of  fatal  gold  does  fee. 
Gold,  which  above  more  influence  has  than  he  j  — 
Beneath  the  dens  where  linfletcht  tempefls  lie,  75 

And  infant  winds  their  tender  voices  try ; 
Beneath  the  mighty  ocean's  wealthy  caves ; 
Beneath  th'  eternal  fountain  of  all  waves. 
Where  their  vaft  court  the  mother-waters  keep, 
And,  undillurb'd  by  moons,  in  filence  flcep;  80 

N  3  There 
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There  is  a  place,  deep,  wondrous  deep,  below. 
Which  genuine  Night  and  Horror  does  o'erflow ; 
No  bound  controls  th'  unwearied  fpace,  but  hell, 
Endlefs  as  thofe  dire  pains  that  in  it  dwell. 
Here  no  dear  glimpfe  of  the  fun's  lovely  face  85 

Strikes  through  the  folid  darknefs  of  the  place  ; 
No  dawning  morn  does  her  kind  reds  difplay ; 
One  flight  weak  beam  would  here  be  thought  the  day: 
No  gentle  ftars  with  their  fair  gems  of  light 
Offend  the  tyrannous  and  unqueftion'd  night.  90 

Here  Lucifer,  the  mighty  captive,  reigns ; 
Proud  'midft  his  woes,  and  tyrant  in  his  chains ; 
Once  general  of  a  gilded  hoft  of  fprites. 
Like  Hefper,  leading  forth  the  fpangled  nights ; 
But  down  like  lightning,  which  him  ftruck,  he  came ; 
And  roar'd  at  his  firit  plunge  into  the  flame : 
Myriads  of  fpirits  fell  wounded  round  him  there ; 
With  dropping  lights  thick  flione  the  flnged  air ; 
Since  when,  the  difmal  folace  of  their  woe 
Has  only  been  weak  mankind  to  undo  ;  100 

Themfelves  at  firft  againft  themfelves  they'  excite,    . 
(Their  deareft  conqueft  and  mofl:  proud  delight) 
And,  if  thofe  m.ines  of  fecret  treafon  fail. 
With  open  force  man's  virtue  they  aflail ; 
Unable  to  corrupt,  feek  to  deftroy,  105 

And,  where  their  poifons  mifs,  the  fword  employ. 
Thus  fought  the  tyrant-fiend  young  David's  fall. 
And  'gainil  him  arm'd  the  powerful  rage  of  Saul : 
He  faw  the  beauties  of  his  Ihape  and  face. 
His  female  fweetnefs,  and  his  manly  grace :  110 

4  He 
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He  faw  the  nobler  wonders  of  his  mind. 
Great  gifts !  which  for  great  works  he  knew  defign'd: 
He  faw  (t'  afhame  die  ftrength  of  man  and  hell) 
How  by  's  young  hands  their  Gathite  champion  fell : 
He  faw  the  reverend  prophet  boldly  Ihed  1 1 5 

The  royal  drops  round  his  enlarged  head; 
And  well  he  knew  what  legacy  did  place 
The  facred  fceptre  in  blell  Judah's  race. 
From  which  th'  eternal  Shilo  was  to  fpring ; 
A  knowledge  which  new  hells  to  hell  did  bring !     120 
And,  though  no  lefs  he  knew  himfelf  too  weak 
The  fmallefc  link  of  ftrong -wrought  Fate  to  break. 
Yet  would  he  rage  and  ftruggle  with  the  chain; 
Lov'd  to  rebel,  tiiough  fure  that  'twas  in  vain. 
And,  now  it  broke  his  form'd  defign,  to  find  125 

The  gentle  change  of  Saul's  recovering  mind; 
He  trufted^much  in  Saul,  and  rag'd,  and  griev'd 
(The  great  Deceiver!)  to  be  himfelf  deceiv'd. 
Thrice  did  he  knock  his  iron  teeth,  thrice  howl, 
And  into  frowns  his  wrathful  forehead  roll;  150 

His  eyes  dart  forth  red  flames,  which  fcare  the  night. 
And  with  worfe  fires  the  trembling  ghofts  affright; 
A  troop  of  ghaftly  fiends  compafs  him  round. 
And  greedily  catch  at  his  lips'  fear'd  found. 

"  Are  we  fuch  Nothings  then !"  faid  he,  "  our  will 
"  Croft  by  a  fhepherd's  boy  !  and  you  yet  ftill 
"  Play  with  your  idle  ferpents  here  ?  dares  none 
"  Attempt  what  becomes  Furies  ?  are  ye  grown 
"  Benumb'd  with  fear,  or  Virtue's  fpiritlefs  cold, 
"  You,  who  were  once  (I'm  fure)  fo  brave  and  bold  ? 
N4  "Oh! 
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"  Oh  !  my  ill-chang'd  condition  !  oh,  my  fate  \ 

"  Did  I  lofe  heaven  for  this  ?" 

With  that,  u-ith  his  long  tail  he  lafh'd  his  breaft. 

And  horribly  fpoke  out  in  looks  the  reft. 

The  qualdng  powers  of  night  flood  in  amaze,         1 45 

And  at  each  other  firfl:  could  only  gaze ; 

A  dreadful  filence  fiU'd  the  hollow  place. 

Doubling  the  native  terror  of  hell's  face; 

Rivers  of  flaming  brimftone,  which  before 

So  loudly  rag'd,  crept  fofdy  by  the  fliorc;  150 

No  hifs  of  fnakes,  no  clank  of  chains,  was  known. 

The  fouls,  amidft  their  tortures,  durft  not  groan. 

Envy  at  laft  crawls  forth  from  that  dire  throng. 
Of  all  the  direfull'ft;  her  black  locks  hung  long, 
Attir'd  with  curling  ferpents;  her  pale  fkin  155 

Was  almoft  dropp'd  from  the  fliarp  bones  within ; 
And  at  her  breaft  ftuck  vipers,  which  did  M-ey 
Upon  her  panting  heart  both  night  and  day. 
Sucking  black  blood  from  thence,  which  to  repair 
Both  night  and  day  they  left  frefli  poifons  there.     1 60 
Her  garments  were  deep-ftain'd  in  human  gore. 
And  torn  by  her  own  hands,  in  which  'he  bore 
A  knotted  whip,  and  bowl,  that  to  the  brim 
Did  with  green  gall  and  juice  of  wormwood  fwim; 
VVith  which,  when  {he  was  drunk,  flie  furious  grew. 
And  lafii'd  herfelf :  thus  from  th'  accurfed  crew 
Envy,  the  worft  of  fiends,  herfelf  prefents, 
Envy,  good  only  when  flie  'herfelf  torments. 

"  Spend  not,  great  king!  thy  precious  rage,"  foid  flic. 
Upon  fo  poor  a  caufc;  ihall  mighty  we  170 

"  The 
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"  The  glory  of  our  wrath  to  him  afford  ? 
"  Are  we  not  Furies  ftilJ,  and  you  our  lord  ? 
"  At  thy  dread  anger  the  fix'd  world  fhall  fhake, 
"  And' frighted  Nature  her  own  laws  forlake: 
♦'  Do  thou  but  tlireat,  loud  ftorms  fhall  make  reply,  175 
"  And  thunder  echo  't  to  the  trembling  fky; 
"  Whilft  raging  feas  fwell  to  fo  bold  an  height, 
"  As  Ihall  the  fire's  proud  element  aftright : 
**  Th'  old  drudging  fun  from  his  long-beaten  way 
"  Shall  at  thy  voice  H:art,#^nd  mifguide  the  day;     1 80 
"  The  jocund  orbs  fhall  break  their  meafur'd  pace, 
*'  And  ftubborn  poles  change  their  allotted  place ; 
"  Heaven's  gilded  troops  fhall  flutter  here  and  there, 
"  Leaving  their  boafling  fongs  tun'd  to  a  fphere ; 
♦'  Nay,  their  God  toe-— for  fear  he  did,  when  we      185 
"  Took  jaoble  arms  againft  his  tyranny, 
"  So  noble  arms,  and  in  a  caufe  fo  great, 
"  That  triumphs  they  deferve  for  their  defeat, 
"  There  was  a  day  !  oh  might  I  fee  't  again, 
"  Though  he  had  fiercer  Hames  to  thruft  us  in  !       1 90 
"  And  can  fuch  powers  be  by  a  child  withftood  ? 
"  Will  flings,  alas  1  or  pebbles,  do  him  good  ? 
"  What  th'  untam'd  lion,  whet  with  hunger  too, 
"  And  giants,  could  not,  that  my  word  fhall  do : 
"  1  'U  foon  difTolve  this  peace ;  were  Saul's  new  love 
"  (But  Saul  we  know)  great  as  my  hate  fhall  prove, 
"  Before  their  fun  twice  more  be  gone  about, 
"  I  and  my  faithful  fnakes  v/ould  drive  it  out. 
"  By  me,  Cain  offer'd  up  his  brother's  gore, 
"  A  facrifice  far  v.orfe  than  that  before ;  200 

"  I  faw 
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"  I  faw  him  fling  the  ftone,  as  if  he  meant 

"  At  once  his  murder  and  his  monument, 

"  And  laugh'd  to  fee  (for  'twas  a  goodly  fhow) 

"  The  earth  by  her  firft  tiller  fattcn'd  fo :       w? 

"  I  drove  proud  Pharaoh  to  the  parted  fea;  205 

*'  He  and  his  hoft  drank  up  cold  death  by  me : 

*'  By  me  rebellious  arms  fierce  Corah  took, 

"  And  Mofes  (curfe  upon  that  name  !)  forfook; 

"  Hither  (ye  know)  almoft  alive  he  came 

"  Through  the  cleft  earth;  our^was  his  funeral  flame: 

"  By  me but  I  lofe  time,  methinks,  and  Ihould 

"  Perform  new  afts  whilft  1  relate  the  old. 

*'  David 's  the  next  our  fury  mull  enjoy : 

"  'Tis  not  thy  God  himfelf  fhall  fave  thee,  boy ! 

"  No,  if  he  do,  may  the  whole  world  have  peace ;  215 

"  May  all  ill  adions,  all  ill  fortune,  ceafe, 

"  And,  banifh'd  from  this  potent  court  below, 

"  May  I  a  ragged,  contcmn'd  Virtue  grow !" 

She  fpoke ;  all  ftar'd  at  firft,  and  made  a  paufe ; 
But  fti-ait  the  general  murmur  of  applaufe  220 

Ran  through  Death's  courts ;  fhe  frown'd  llill,  and  begun 
To  envy  at  the  praife  herfclf  had  won. 
Great  Beelzebub  ftarts  from  his  burning  throne 
To  'embrace  the  Fiend,  but  fhe,  now  furious  grown 
To  aft  her  part,  thrice  bow'd,  and  thence  fhe  fled; 
The  fnakes  all  hifs'd,  the  fiends  all  murmured. 

It  was  the  time  when  filent  night  began 
T'  enchain  with  fleep  the  bufy  fpirits  of  man ; 
And  Saul  himfelf,  though  in  his  troubled  brcafl 
The  weight  of  empire  lay,  took  gentle  reft;  230 

So 
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So  did  not  Envy ;  but  with  hafte  arofe ; 
And,  as  through  IlVael's  ftately  towns  fhe  goes. 
She  frowns,  and  fliakes  her  head;  "  Shine  on"  fays  Ihe, 
"  Ruins  ere  long  Paall  your  fole  monuments  be." 
The  fdver  moon  with  terror  paler  grew,  235 

And  neighbouring  Hermon  fv/eated  flowery  dew ; 
Swift  Jordan  ftarted,  and  ftrait  backward  fled. 
Hiding  among  thick  reeds  his  aged  head : 
Lo,  at  her  entrance  Saul's  ftrong  palace  fliook; 
And  nimbly  there  the  reverend  fl^ape  {he  took        240 
Of  Father  Benjamin ;  fo  long  her  beard. 
So  large  her  limbs,  fo  grave  her  looks,  appear'd, 
Juft  like  his  ftatue,  which  befrrid  Saul's  gate. 
And  feem'd  to  guard  the  race  it  did  create. 
In  this  known  form  flie'  approach'd  the  tyrant's  fide; 
And  thus  her  words  the  facred  form  bely'd : 
"  Arife,  loll  king  of  Ifrael !   canll;  thou  lie 
"  Dead  in  this  fleep,  and  yet  thy  laft  fo  nigh  f 
*'  If  king  thou  be'ft,  if  Jefle's  race  as  yet 
"  Sit  not  on  Ifrael's  throne  !   and  fliall  he  flt?  250 

"  Did  ye  for  this  from  fruitful  Egypt  fly  ? 
"  From  the  mild  brickkiln's  nobler  llavery  ? 
"  For  this,  did  feas  your  powerful  rod  obey  ? 
"  Did  wonders  guide,  and  feed,  you  on  your  way  ? 
"  Could  ye  not  there  great  Pharaoh's  bondage  bear,  255 
"  You  who  can  ferve.  a  boy,  and  minftrel,  here  r 
"  Forbid  it,  God  !   if  thou  be'ft  juft;  this  fiiame 
«  Caft  not  on  Saul's,  on  mine,  and  Ifrael's,  nam.e  ! 
"  Why  was  I  elfe  from  Canaan's  famine  led  ? 
♦•  Happy,  thrice  happy,  had  I  there  been  dead,       260 

"  Ere 
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*'  Ere  my  full  loins  difcharg'd  this  numerous  racs, 

"  This  lucklefs  tribe,  ev'n  crown'd  to  their  difgrace  ! 

"  Ah,  Saul !  thy  fervant's  vaiTal  mud  thou  live  ? 

"  Place  to  his  harp  muft  thy  dread  fceptre  give  ? 

"  What  wants  he  now  but  that  ?  canfl:  thou  forget  265 

"  (If  thou  be'ft  man  thou  canft  not)  how  they  met 

"  The  youth  with  fongs  ?  alas  !  poor  monarch  !  you 

"  Your  thoufand  only,  he  ten  thoufand,  flew  ! 

"  Him  Ifrael  loves,  him  neighbouring  countries  fear; 

"  You  but  the  name  and  empty  title  bear.  270 

"  And  yet  the  traitor  lives,  lives  in  thy  court; 

•'  The  court  that  muft  be  his ;  where  he  fhall  fport 

"  Himfcif  with  all  thy  concubines,  thy  gold, 

"  Thy  coftly  robes,  thy  crown.     Wert  thou  not  told 

"  This  by  proud  Samuel,  when  at  Gilgal  he  275 

"  With  bold  falfe  threats  from  God  affronted  thee  ? 

"  The  dotard  ly'd ;  God  faid  it  not^  I  know ; 

"  Not  Baal  or  Mcloch  would  have  us'd  thee  fo. 

"  Was  not  the  choice  liis  own  ?  did  not  thy  worth 

"  Exad  the  royal  lot,  and  call  it  forth  ?  280 

"  Haft  thou  not  fince  (my  bell  and  greatcfl:  fon  !) 

"  To  him,  and  to  his  pcriihing  nation,  done 

*'  Such  lafting  benefits  as  may  ju(l!y  claim 

"  A  fceptre  as  eternal  as  thy  fame  .■' 

"  Poorprince!  whom  madmen,  priefts,  and  boys,  invade; 

"  By  thine  own  fiel]!,  thy  ungrateful  fon,  betray'd ! 

"  Unnatural  fool !  who  can  thus  cheated  be 

"  By  friendfhip's  name,  againft  a  crown  and  thee ! 

"  Betray  not  too  thyftif ;  take  courage,  call 

"  Thy'  enchanted  virtues  forth,  and  be  whole  Saul.  290 
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"  Lo !  this  great  caufe  makes  thy  dead  fathers  rife, 

"  Breaks  the  firm  feals  of  their  clos'd  tombs  and  eyes. 

"  Nor  can  their  jealous  afhes,  whihl  this  boy 

"  Survives,  the  privilege  of  their  graves  enjoy. 

"  Rife  quickly,  Saul !  and  take  that  rebel's  breath,  295 

"  Which  troubles  thus  thy  life,  and  ev'n  our  death: 

"  Kill  him,  and  thou  'rt  fecure;  'tis  only  he 

"  That 's  boldly  interpos'd  'twixt  God  and  thee, 

"  As  earth's  low  globe  robs  the  high  moon  of  light ; 

"  When  this  eclipfe  is  pall,  thy  fate  's  all  bright.    300 

"  Truft  me,  dear  fon  !  and  credit  what  I  tell ; 

"  1  've  feen  thy  royal  ftars,  and  know  them  well. 

"  Hence,  fears  and  dull  delays  !  is  not  thy  breall 

"  (Yes,  Saul,  it  is)  with  noble  thoughts  pofleft  ? 

"  May  they  beget  like  adls  ! "  With  that  (lie  takes  305 

One  of  her  worft,  her  beft-beloved  fnakes : 

"  Softly,  dear  worm  !  foft  and  unfeen,"  faid  flie, 

"  Into  his  bofom  Ileal,  and  in  it  be 

"  My  viceroy."     At  that  word  fhe  took  her  flight. 

And  her  loofe  fliape  diflblv'd  into  the  night.  3 10 

Th'  infefted  king  leapt  from  his  bed  amaz'd. 
Scarce  knew  himfelf  at  tirll:,  but  round  lum  gaz'd; 
And  ftarted  back  at  piec'd-up  fhapes,  which  fear 
And  his  diftradled  fancy  painted  there : 
Terror  froze  up  his  hair,  and  on  his  face  315 

Showers  of  col<j|f»veat  roU'd  trembling  down  apace. 
Then  knocking  wfth  his  angry  hands  his  breafc, 
Eartli  with  his  feet,  he  cries,  "  Ch !  'tis  confeft; 
"  I  've  been  a  pious  fool,  a  woman-king ; 
**  Wrong 'd  by  a  feer,  a  boy,  every  thing.  320 

#  "  Eight 
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"  Eight  hundred  years  of  death  is  not  fo  deep, 

"  So  unconcern'd,  as  my  lethargic  fleep. 

**  My  patience  even  a  facrilege  becomes, 

*'  Difturbs  the  dead,  and  opes  their  facred  tombs. 

"  Ah  !  Benjamin,  kind  father  !  who  for  me  32 j 

"  This  curfed  world  endur'ft  again  to  fee  ! 

"  All  thou  haft  faid,  great  vifion  !  is  fo  true, 

**  That  all  which  thou  command'!!,  and  more,  I  '11  do: 

"  Kill  him  !  yes,  mighty  ghoft !  the  wretch  fliall  die, 

"  Though  every  ftar  in  heaven  fliouid  it  deny;       330 

"  Nor  mock  th'  aflault  of  our  juft  wrath  again, 

"  Had  he  ten  times  his  fam'd  ten  thoufand  flain. 

*'  Should  that  bold  popular  madman,  whofe  defign 

"  Is  to  revenge  his  own  difgrace  by  mine, 

*'  Should  my  ungrateful  fon  oppofe  th'  intent,         335 

"  Should  mine  own  heart  grow  fcrupulous  and  relent, 

*'  Curfe  mc,  juft  Heaven  !  (by  which  this  truth  I  fwear) 

"  If  I  that  feer,  my  fon,  or  felf,  do  fpare. 

"  No,  gentle  ghoft !  return  to  thy  ftill  home ; 

"  Thither,  this  day,  mine  and  thy  foe  fhall  come.  340 

"  If  that  curft  objeft  longer  vex  my  fight, 

**  It  muft  have  learnt  t'  appear  as  thou  to-night." 

Whilft  thus  his  wrath  with  threats  the  tyrant  fed. 
The  threaten'd  youth  flept  fearlefs  on  his  bed ; 
Sleep  on,  reft  quiet  as  thy  confcience  take,  345 

For,  though  thou  flcep'ft  thyfelf,  thy  Cod  's  awake. 
Above  the  fabtle  foldings  of  the  fky; 
Above  the  wcU-fet  orbs'  foft  harmony; 
Above  thofe  petty  lamps  that  gild  the  night; 
There  is  a  place  o'erflown  with  hallow'd  light;       350 

Where  9t 
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Where  heaven,  as  if  it  left  itfelf  behind. 
Is  llretch'd-out  far,  nor  its  own  bounds  can  find : 
Here  peaceful  flames  fvvell  up  the  facred  place. 
Nor  can  the  glory  contain  itfelf  in  th'  endlefs  fpace ; 
For  there  no  twilight  of  the  fun's  dull  ray  355 

Glimmers  upon  the  pure  and  native  day ; 
No  pale-fac'd  moon  does  in  ftol'n  beams  appear. 
Or  with  dim  taper  fcatters  darknefs  there ; 
On  no  fmoorti  fphere  the  reftlefs  feafons  Aide, 
No  circling  motion  doth  fvvift  time  divide  ;  360 

Nothing  is  there  to  come,  and  nothing  pafr. 
But  an  eternal  Now  does  always  laft. 
There  fits  th'  Almighty,  Firft  of  all,  and  End ; 
Whom  nothing  but  himfelf  can  comprehend; 
Who  with  his  word  commanded  all  to  be,  '^Sz 

And  all  obey'd  him,  for  that  word  was  He: 
Only  he  fpoke,  and  every  thing  that  is 
From  out  the  womb  of  fertile  nothing  ris'. 
Oh,  who  (hall  tell,  who  fhall  defcribe  thy  throne. 
Thou  great  Three-One  !  370 

There  thou  thyfelf  doft  in  full  prefence  fhow. 
Not  abfent  from  thefe  meaner  worlds  below ; 
No,  if  thou  wert,  the  elements'  league  would  ceafe. 
And  all  thy  creatures  break  thy  Nature's  peace ; 
The  fun  would  Ikip  his  courfe,  or  gallop  back,        375 
The  ftars  drop  out,  the  poles  themfelves  would  crack ; 
Earth's  ftrong  foundations  would  be  torn  in  twain. 
And  this  valt  work  all  ravel  out  again 
To  its  firft  nothing :  for  his  fpirit  contains 
The  well-knit  mafs;  from  him  each  creature  gains  3S0 

Beine 
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Being  and  motion,  which  he  ftill  bellows ; 

From  him  th'  efteft  of  our  weak  adion  flows  : 

Round  him  vaft  armies  of  fwift  angels  Hand, 

Which  feven  triumphant  generals  command ; 

They  fing  loud  anthems  of  his  endlefs  praife,  385 

And  with  fix'd  eyes  drink-in  immortal  rays : 

Of  thefe  he  call'd-out  one  ;  all  heaven  did  fhake. 

And  filencc  kept  whilft  its  Creator  fpake. 

"  Arc  we  forgotten  then  fo  foon  ?  can  Me 

* 
*'  Look  on  his  crown,  and  not  remember  me  390 

"  That  gave  it  ?  can  he  think  we  did  not  hear 

«'  (Fond  man  1 )  his  threats  ?  and  have  we  made  the  ear, 

"  To  be  accounted  deaf?  No,  Saul  !  we  heard; 

"  And  it  will  coft  thee  dear :  the  ills  thou'ft  fear'd, 

«  Praftis'd,  or  thought  on,  I  '11  all  double  fend;     395 

"  Have  we  not  fpoke  it,  and  dares  man  contend  ? 

*'  Alas,  poor  dull:  1  didll  thou  but  know  the  day 

"  When  thou  muft  lie  in  blood  at  Gilboa, 

"  Thou,  and  thy  fons,  thou  would'll  not  threaten  flill ; 

*'  Thy  trembling  tongue  would  Hop  againft  thy  will.  400 

"  Then  fhall  thine  head  fix'd  in  curll  temples  be, 

♦*  And  all  their  fcolifh  gods  lliall  laugh  at  thee. 

**  That  hand  which  now  on  David's  life  would  prey, 

"  Shall  then  turn  juft,  and  its  own  mailer  flay; 

**  He  whom  thou  hat'ft,  on  thy  lov'd  throne  lliall  fit,  405 

"  And  expiate  the  difgrace  thou  doll  to  it. 

"  Halle  then ;  tell  David  what  his  king  has  fworii, 

«*  Tell  him  whofe  blood  mull  paint  this  riling  morn  ; 

**  Vet  bid  him  go  fecurely,  when  he  fends; 

♦•  'Tis  Saul  tliat  is  his  foe,  and  We  his  friends :     410 

"  'I'he 
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"  The  man  who  has  his  God,  no  aid  can  lack, 

*'  And  We,  who  bid  him  go,  will  bring  him  back." 

He  fpoke;  the  heavens  feem'd  decently  to  bow. 
With  all  their  bright  inhabitants ;  and  now 
The  jocund  fpheres  began  agaia  to  play,  415 

Again  each  Spirit  fung  Halleluia  ; 
Only  that  Angel  was  ftrait  gone ;  even  Co 
(But  not  fo  fwift)  the  morning-glories  flow 
At  once  from  the  bright  fun,  and  ilrike  the  ground ; 
So  winged  lightning  the  foft  air  does  wound.  420 

Slow  Time  admires,  and  knows  not  what  to  call 
The  motion,  having  no  account  fo  fmall. 
So  flew  this  Angel,  till  to  David's  bed 
He  came,  and  thus  his  facred  meffage  faid : 

"  Awake,  young  man,  hear  what  thy  king  has  fA'orn ; 
"  He  fvvore  thy  blood  fliould  paint  this  rlfmg  morn  : 
'f  Yet  to  him  go  fecurely,  when  he  fends ; 
"  'Tis  Saul  that  is  your  foe,  and  God  your  friends : 
••  The  man  who  has  his  God,  no  aid  can  lack ; 
"  And  he  who  bids  thee  go,  will  bring  thee  back."  430 

Up  leap'd  Jeflides,  and  did  round  him  flare. 
But  could  fee  nought ;  for  nought  was  left  but  air: 
Whilfl:  this  great  vifion  labours  in  his  thought, 
Lo  !  the  flaort  prophecy  t'  efl"ed  is  brought: 
In  treacherous  hade  he  's  fent  for  to  the  king,       435 
And  v/ith  him  bid  his  charmful  lyre  to  bring. 
The  king,  they  fay,  lies  raging  in  a  fit. 
Which  does  no  cure  but  lacred  tunes  admit; 
And  true  it  was,  foft  mufic  did  appeafe 
Th'  obfcure  fantaftic  rage  of  Saul's  difeafe.  440 

Vol.  VIII.  O  Tell 
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Tell  me,  oh  Mufe  !  (for  thou,  or  none,  canft  tell. 
The  myftic  powers  that  in  bleft  numbers  dwell ; 
Thou  their  great  nature  know'ft,  nor  is  it  fit 
This  nohleft  gem  of  thine  own  crown  t'  omit) 
Tell  me  from  whence  thefe  heavenly  charms  arife;  445 
I'each  the  dull  world  t'  admire  what  they  defpifc  ! 

As  firft  a  various  unform'd  hint  we  find 
Rife  in  fomc  godlike  poet's  fertile  mind. 
Till  all  the  parts  and  words  their  places  take. 
And  with  juft  marches  verfe  and  mufic  make  ;        4ro 
Such  was  God's  poem,  this  world's  new  efTay; 
So  wild  and  rude  in  its  firil  draught  it  lay ; 
Th'  ungovern'd  parts  no  corrcfpondence  knew, 
A.n  artlefs  war  from  thwarting  motions  grew ; 
Till  they  to  number  and  fix'd  rules  were  brought  4-cf 
Ey  the  Eternal  Mind's  poetic  thought. 
Water  and  Air  he  for  the  tenor  chofe, 
Earth  made  the  bafs,  the  treble  Flame  arofe  : 
To  th'  aflive  moon  a  quick  brifk  ftroke  he  gave. 
To  Saturn's  ftring,  a  touch  more  foft  and  grave.    460 
The  motions  llrait,  and  round,  and  fwift,  and  flow, 
And  fhort,  and  long,  were  mix'd  and  woven  fo — 
Did  in  fuch  artful  figures  fmootlily  fall — 
As  made  this  decent-meafur'd  Dance  of  All. 
And  this  is  mufic :  founds  that  charm  our  eari,      465 
Are  but  one  dreffing  that  rich  fcience  wears. 
Though  no  man  hear  't,  though  no  man  it  rehearfe, 
Yet  will  there  ftill  be  mufic  in  my  verfe  ; 
In  this  great  world  fo  much  of  it  we  fee, 
The  leffcr,  Man,  is  all  o'er  harmony ;  470 

Storclioulc 
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Storehoufe  of  all  proportions  !   fingle  quire  ! 
Which  firft  God's  breath  did  tunefully  infpire  ! 
From  hence  bleft  mufic's  heavenly  charms  arife, 
from  fympathy,  which  them  and  man  allies. 
Thus  they  our  fouls,  thus  they  our  bodies,  win,      475 
Not  by  their  force,  but  party  that  's  within  : 
Thus  the  ftrange  cure,  on  our  fpilt  blood  apply'd. 
Sympathy  to  the  diftant  wound  does  guide : 
Thus,  when  two  brethren- firings  are  fet  alike. 
To  mo\'e  tliem  both,  but  one  of  them  we  ftrike :    4S0 
Thus  David's  lyre  did  Saul's  wild  rage  control. 
And  tan'd  the  harfh  diforders  of  iiis  foul, 

W  HEN  Ifrael  was  from  bondage  led. 
Led  by  th'  Almighty's  hand 
From  out  a  foreign  land,  485 

The  great  fea  beheld,  and  fled. 
As  men  purfued,  when  that  fear  paft  they  find. 
Stop  on  fome  higher  ground  to  look  behind; 
So,  whilft  through  wondrous  ways 

The  facred  army  went,  490 

The  waves  afar  flood  up  to  gaze. 
And  their  own  rocks  did  reprefent. 
Solid  as  waters  are  above  the  firmament. 

Old  Jordan's  waters  to  their  fpring 

Start  back  with  fudden  fright ;  4pj 

The  fpring,  amaz'd  at  fight, 
Aiki  what  news  from  fea  they  bring. 
The  mountains  fhook  ;  and  to  the  mountains'  fide 
Tlie  llule  hills  leap'd  round,  themfelves  to  hide  ; 

O  2  A? 
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As  young  affrighted  lambs,  ^oO 

When  they  aught  dreadful  fpy. 
Run  trembling  to  their  helplefs  dams : 
'1  he  mighty  fea  and  river,  by. 
Were  glad,  for  their  excufe,  to  fee  the  hills  too  fly. 

What  ail'd  the  mighty  fea  to  flee  ?  505 

Or  why  did  Jordan's  tide 
Back  to  his  fountain  glide  ? 
Jordan's  tide,  what  ailed  thee  ? 
Why  leap'd  the  hills  ?  why  did  the  mountains  fliake  ? 
What  ail'd  tliem,  their  hx'd  natures  to  forfake  r     5  10 
Fly  where  thou  wilt,  O  fea  ! 

And  Jordan's  current  ceafe  ! 
Jordan,  there  is  no  need  of  thee ; 

For  at  God's  word,  whene'er  he  plcafe. 
The  rocks  fliall  weep  new  waters  forth  inftead  of  thefc. 

THUS  fung  the  great  Mufician  to  his  lyre ; 

And  Saul's  black  rage  grew  foftly  to  retire ; 

But  Envy's  ferpent  Hill  with  him  remain'd, 

And  the  wife  charmer's  healthful  voice  difdain'd. 

Th'  unthankful  king,  cur'd  truly  of  his  fit,  520 

Seems  to  lie  drown'd  and  buried  ilill  in  it ; 

From  his  pall  madncfs  draws  this  wicked  ufe. 

To.  fm  difguis'd,  and  murder  with  excufe  : 

For,  whilft  the  fearlefs  youth  his  cure  purfues. 

And  the  foft  medicine  with  kind  art  renews,  525 

The  barbarous  patient  cafts  at  him  his  fpear 

(The  ufual  fceptrc  that  rough  hand  did  bear) 

Ca/l? 
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Cafts  it  with  violent  ftrength  ;  but  into  th'  roor. 

An  arm  more  ftrong  and  fure  than  his  was  come ; 

An  Angel,  whofe  unfeen  and  cafy  might  530 

Put-by  the  weapon,  and  milled  it  right. 

How  vain  man's  power  is !  unlefs  God  command. 

The  weapon  difobeys  his  mafter's  hand; 

Happy  was  now  the  error  of  the  blow ; 

At  Gilboa  it  will  not  ferve  him  fo.  535 

One  would  have  thought,  Saul's  fudden  rage  t'  have 

feen. 
He  had  himfelf  by  David  wounded  been  : 
He  fcorn'd  to  leave  what  he  did  ill  begin. 
And  thought  his  honour  now  engag'd  i'  th'  fm; 
A  bloody  troop  of  his  own  guards  he  fends  540 

(Slaves  to  his  will,  and  falfely  call'd  his  friends) 
To  mend  his  error  by  a  furer  blow ; 
So  Saul  ordain'd,  but  God  ordain'd  not  fo. 
Home  flies  the  Prince,  and  to  his  trembling  wife 
Relates  the  new-paft  hazard  of  his  life  ;  545 

Which  (he  with  decent  pafiion  hears  him  tell; 
For  not  her  own  fair  eyes  (he  lov'd  fo  well. 
Upon  their  palace'- top,  beneath  a  row 
Of  lemon-trees— which  there  did  proudly  grow. 
And  with  bright  ftores  of  golden  fruit  repay  550 

The  light  they  drank  from  the  fun's  neighbouring  ray,— 
(A  fmall,  but  artful  Paradife)  they  walk'd. 
And  hand  in  hand  fad  gentle  things  they  talk'd. 
Here  Michal  firft  an  armed  troop  efpies 
(So  faithful  and  fo  quick  are  loving  eyes  !)  555 

O  3  Which 
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Which  march'd,  and  often  glifler'd,  through  a  wood. 

That  on  right-hand  of  her  fair  palace  Hood ; 

She  favv  them  ;  and  cry'd  oat,  "They  're  come  to  kill 

"  My  deareft  lord;  Saul's  fpear  purfues  thee  Hill. 

''  Behold  his  wicked  guards !  haile  quickly,  fly  !     560 

"  For  Heaven's  fake,  hafte  !  my  dear  lord,  do  not  die  1 

"■  Ah,  cruel  father  !  whofe  ill-natur'd  rage 

"  Neither  thy  worth,  nor  marriage,  can  afTuage  ! 

**  Will  he  part  thofe  he  join'd  fo  late  before  ? 

"  Were  the  two-hundred  forelkins  worth  no  more  ?  565 

"  He  (hall  not  part  us;"  (then  fhe  wept  between). 

"  At  yonder  window  thou  may'lt  'fcape  unfeen ; 

**  This  hand  ihall  let  dice  down !   ftay  not,  but  hafte ; 

"  'Tis  not  my  ufe  to  fend  thee  hence  fo  fail." 

"  Beft  of  all  women  1"  he  replies — and  this        5*0 
Scarce  fpoke,  flie  ftops  his  anfv.er  with  a  kifs; 
"  Throw  not  away,"  faid  fhe,  "  thy  precious  breath ; 
"  Thou  ftay'ft  too  long  mthin  the  reach  of  death." 
Timely  he'  obeys  her  wife  advice ;  and  Itrait 
To  unjuft  force  fhe'  oppofes  juft  deceit :  575 

She  meets  the  murderers  with  a  virtuous  lye. 
And  good  difilmbling  tears;  "May  he  not  die 
"  In  quiet  then .?"  faid  fhe,  "will  they  not  give 
"  That  freedom,  who  fo  fear  left  he  Ihould  live  ? 
"  Ev'n  Fate  does  with  your  cruelty  confpire,  580 

*'  And  fpares  your  guilt,  yet  docs  what  you  defirc. 
"  Muft  he  not  live  ?  for  that  ye  need  not  hn; 
*'  My  much-wrong'd  hulband  fpeechlefs  lies  within, 
"  And  has  too  little  left  of  vital  breath 
"  I'd  know  his  murderers,  or  to  feci  \\\%  death.       585 

«  One 
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"  One  hour  will  do  your  work———'* 

Here  her  well-govern'd  tears  dropp'd  down  apace : 

Beauty  and  forrow  mingled  in  one  face 

Has  fuch  refxillefs  charms,  that  they  believe. 

And  an  unwilling  aptnefs  find  to  grieve  390 

At  what  they  came  for.     A  pale  llatue's  head. 

In  linen  wrapp'd,  appear'd  on  David's  bed; 

Two  fervants  mournful  ftand,  and  filent,  by. 

And  on  the  table  medicinal  relics  lie ; 

In  the  clofe  room  a  well-plac'd  taper's  light  595 

Adds  a  becoming  horror  to  the  fight : 

And  for  th'  impreflion  God  prepar'd  their  fenfe ; 

They  faw,  believ'd  all  this,  and  parted  thence. 

How  vain  attempts  Saul's  unbleft  anger  tries. 

By  his  own  hands  deceiv'd,  and  fervants'  eyes  !     600 

"  It  cannot  be,"  faid  he,  "  no,  can  it  ?  Ihall 
"  Our  great  ten-thoufand-Hayer  idly  fall  ? 
*'  The  filly  rout  thinks  God  protefts  him  flill  ; 
"  But  God,  alas  !  guards  not  the  bad  from  ill. 
"  Oh  may  he  guard  him  !  may  his  members  be     605 
"  In  as  full  Ilrength  and  well-fet  harmony 
"  As  the  frelh  body  of  the  firil-made  man 
"  Ere  fin,  or  fin's  jufl;  meed,  Difeafe,  began  ! 
"  He  will  be  elfe  too  fmall  for  our  vail  hate ; 
"  And  we  mull  Ihare  in  our  revenge  with  Fate.     610 
"  No ;  let  us  have  him  whole ;  we  elfe  may  feem 
"  To  'ave  fnatch'd  away  but  fome  few  days  from  him, 
"  And  cut  that  thread  which  would  have  dropp'd  in 

"  two ; 
"  Will  our  great  anger  learn  to  fxopp  fo  lovv  ? 

O  4  "I  know 
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*'  I  know  it  cannot,  will  not ;  him  we  prize  6 1 5 

"  Of  our  jult  wrath  the  folemn  facrifice, 

«  That  mull;  not  blemifh'd  be  ;  let  him  remain 

"  Secure,  and  grow  up  to  our  ftroke  again. 

"  'Twill  be  fome  pleafure  then  to  take  his  breath, 

"  When  he  (hall  drive  and  wreftle  with  his  death;  620 

"  Go,  let  him  live And  yet fliall  1  then  flay 

'•'  So  long  ?  good  and  great  adions  hate  delay. 

"  Some  foolifh  piety  perhaps,  or  he 

"  That  has  been  ftill  mine  honour's  enemy, 

"  Samuel,  may  change  or  crofs  my  juft  intent,       625 

"  And  I  this  formal  pity  foon  repent : 

"  Befides,  Fate  gives  him  me,  and  whifpers  this, 

"  That  he  can  fly  no  more,  if  we  fliould  mifs ; 

"  Mifs  !  can  we  mifs  again  ?   Go  bring  him  flrait, 

*'  Though  gafping  out  his  foul ;  if  the  wifh'd  date  630 

"  Of  his  accurfed  life  be  almoft  pad, 

"  Some  joy  'twill  be  to  fee  him  breathe  his  lafl." 

The  troop  return'd,  of  their  fliort  virtue'  afliam'd, 

Saul's  courage  prais'd,  and  their  own  weaknefs  blam'd ; 

But  when  the  pious  fraud  they  underllood,  635 

Scarce  the  refpeft  due  to  Saul's  facrcd  blood. 

Due  to  the  facred  beauty  in  it  reign 'd. 

From  Michal's  murder  their  wild  rage  reftraln'd. 

She  'alleg'd  the  holieft  chains  that  bind  a  wife. 

Duty  and  love  ;  fhe  alleg'd  that  her  own  life,         640 

Had  (he  refus'd  that  fafety  to  her  lord. 

Would  have  incurr'd  juft  danger  from  his  fvvord. 

Now  was  Saul's  wrath  full-grown;  he  takes  no  reft ; 

A  violent  flame  rolls  in  his  troubled  breaft. 

And 
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And  in  fierce  liglitning  from  his  eye  does  break ;   645 

Not  his  own  favourites  and  beil:  friends  dare  fpeak. 

Or  look  on  him ;  but,  mute  and  trembling  all. 

Fear  where  this  cloud  will  burft,  and  thunder  fall. 

So,  when  the  pride  and  terror  of  the  wood, 

A  lion,  prick'd  with  rage  and  want  of  food,  650 

Efpies  out  from  afar  fome  well-fed  beaft. 

And  bruftles  up,  preparing  for  his  feall ; 

If  that  by  fwittnefs  'fcape  his  gaping  jaws. 

His  bloody  eyes  he  hurls  round,  his  fharp  paws 

Tear  up  the  ground;  then  runs  he  wild  about,       65c 

Lalhing  his  angry  tail,  and  roaring  out ; 

Beafts  creep  into  their  dens,  and  tremble  there  ; 

Trees,  though  no  wind  ftirring,  fhake  with  fear; 

Silence  and  horror  fill  the  place  around ; 

Echo  itfelf  dares  fcarce  repeat  the  found.  660 

Midft  a  large  wood,  that  joins  fair  Rama's  town   .1  ^^ 
(The  neighbourhood  fair  Rama's  chief  renown) 
A  college  Hands,  where  at  great  Prophets'  feet 
The  Prophets'  Sons  with  filent  diligence  meet; 
By  Samuel  built,  and  moderately  endow'd,  665 

Yet  more  to'  his  liberal  tongue  than  hands  they  ow'd  ; 
There  himfelf  taught,  and,  his  blefs'd  voice  to  hear. 
Teachers  themfelves  lay  proud  beneath  him  there. 
The  houfe  was  a  large  fquare,  but  plain  and  low; 
Wife  Nature's  ufe  Art  Hrove  not  to  outgo  :  670 

An  inward  fquare  by  well-rang'd  trees  was  made ; 
And,  midft  the  friendly  cover  of  their  fliade, 
A  pure,  well-tafted,  wholefome  fountain  rofe ; 
Which  no  vain  coll  of  marble  did  enclofe ; 

Nor 
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Nor  through  carv'd  fliapes  did  the  forc'd  waters  pafs. 
Shapes  gazing  on  themfelves  i'  th'  liquid  glafs; 
Yet  the  chafte  ftream,  that  'mong  loofc  pebbles  fell. 
For  cleannefs,  thiril,  religion,  ferv'd  as  well. 
The  fcholars,  dotilors,  and  companions,  here, 
Lodg'd  all  apart  in  neat  fmall  chambers  were,       680 
Well-furnini'd  chambers ;  for  in  each  there  Stood 
A  narrow  couch,  table,  and  chair  of  wood ; 
More  is  but  clog,  where  ufe  does  bound  delight ; 
And  thofe  are  rich  whofe  wealth  's  proportion 'd  right 
To  their  lifers  form :  more  goods  would  but  become 
A  burden  to  them,  and  contra^  their  room. 
A  fecond  court,  more  facred,  flood  behind. 
Built  fiiirer,  and  to  nobler  ufe  defign'd  : 

The  hall  and  fchools  one  fide  of  it  poffeft  ; 

The  library  and  fynagogue  the  reft.  690 

Tables  of  plain-cut  fir,  adorn'd  the  hall ; 

And  with  beails'  fkins  the  beds  were  cover'd  all. 

The  reverend  doftors  take  their  feats  on  high, 

Th'  eled  companions  in  their  bofoms  lie ; 

The  fcholars  far  below,  upon  the  ground,  695 

On  frefti-ftrew'd  rufhes,  place  themfelves  around. 

With  more  refpeft  the  wife  and  ancient  lay ; 

But  eat  not  choicer  herbs  or  bread  than  they. 

Nor  purer  waters  drank,  their  conftant  feaft ; 

But  by  great  days,  and  facrifice  cncreas'd.  700 

The  fchools,  built  round  and  higher,  at  the  end 

With  their  fair  circle  did  this  fide  extend ; 

To  which  their  fynagogue,  on  th'  other  fide. 

And  to  the  hall  their  library  reply'd. 

The 
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The  midft  towards  their  large  gardens  open  lay,    705 

To'  admit  the  joys  of  fpring  and  early  day. 

I'  th'  library  a  few  choice  authors  Hood; 

Yet  'twas  well-f!:or'd,  for  that  fmall  ftore  was  good ; 

Writing,  man's  fpiritual  phyfic,  was  not  then 

Itfelf,  as  now,  grown  a  difeafe  of  men.  710 

Learning,  ycung  Virgin  !  but  few  fuitors  knew; 

The  Common  Proflitute  flie  lately  grew. 

And  with  her  fpurious  brood  loads  now  the  prefs  ; 

Laborious  effcdls  of  idlenefs  ! 

Here  all  die  various  forms  one  might  behold  715 

How  letters  fav'd  themfelves  from  death  of  old; 

Some  painfully  engrav'd  in  thin-wrought  plates; 

Some  cut  in  wood,  fome  lightlier  trac'd  on  flates ; 

Some  drawn  on  fair  palm-leaves,  with  fhort-liv'd  toil. 

Had  not  their  friend  the  cedar  lent  his  oil :  720 

Some  wrought  in  filks,  fome  writ  in  tender  barks ; 

Some  the  fharp  ftyle  in  waxen  tables  marks ; 

Some  in  beafts'  ikins,  and  fome  in  Biblos'  reed; 

Both  new  rude  arts,  which  age  and  growth  did  need. 

The  fchools  were  painted  well  with  ufeful  flcill;      72^ 

Stars,  maps,  and  llories,  the  learn'd  wall  did  fill. 

Wife  wholefome  proverbs  mix'd  around  the  room^ 

Some  writ,  and  in  Egyptian  figures  fome. 

Here  all  the  nobleft  Wits  of  men  infpir'd. 

From  earth's  flight  joys,  and  worthlcfs  toils,  retir'd  j^m 

(Whom  Samuel's  fame  and  bounty  thither  lead) 

Each  day  by  turns  their  folid  knowledge  read. 

The  courfe  and  power  of  ftars  great  Nathan  taught. 

And  home  to  man  thofe  diltant  v;onders  brought ; 

How 
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How  tow'rd  both  Poles  the  fun's  fix'd  journey  bends. 

And  how  the  year  his  crooked  walk  attends ; 

By  what  jufl:  fteps  the  wandering  lights  advance. 

And  what  eternal  meafures  guide  their  dance : 

Himfelf  a  prophet;  but  his  ledures  {how'd 

How  little  of  that  art  to  them  he  ow'd.  740 

Mahol,  th'  inferior  world's  fantaftic  face. 

Through  all  the  turns  of  Matter's  maze,  did  trace ; 

Great  Nature's  well-fet  clock  in  pieces  took ; 

On  all  the  fprings  and  fmalleft  wheels  did  look 

Of  life  and  motion;  and  with  equal  art  745 

Made  up  again  the  whole  of  every  part. 

The  prophet  Gad  in  learned  dull:  defigns 

Th'  immortal  folid  rules  of  fancy'd  Lines : 

Of  Numbers  too  th'  unnumber'd  wealth  he  fliows. 

And  with  them  far  their  endlefs  journey  goes;       750 

Numbers,  which  flill  increafe  more  high  and  wide 

From  one,  the  root  of  their  turn'd  pyramid. 

Of  Men  and  Ages  paft  Scraiali  read  ; 

Embalm 'd  in  long-liv'd  hiftory  the  dead  ; 

Show'd  the  fteep  falls  and  flow  afcent  of  ftates ;     755 

What  wifdom  and  what  follies  make  their  fates. 

Samuel  himfelf  did  God's  rich  Law  difplay; 

Taught  doubting  men  with  judgment  to  obey; 

And  oft  his  ravilh'd  foul,  with  fudden  flight, 

Soar'd  above  prcfent  times  and  human  fight.  760 

Thofe  Arts  but  welcome  fl:rangers  might  appear, 

Mufic  and  Verfe  feem'd  born  and  bred-up  here; 

Scarce  the  bleft  heaven,  that  rings  with  Angels*  voice. 

Does  with  more  conflant  Harmony  rejoice : 

The 
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The  facred  Mufe  does  here  each  breaft  infpire;     765 
Heman,  and  fwect-mouth'd  Afaph,  rule  their  quire  j 
Both  charming  poets;  and  all  ftrains  they  play'd. 
By  artful  breath  or  nimble  fingers  made. 
The  fynagogue  was  drefs'd  with  care  and  coft 
(The  only  place  where  that  they'  efteem'd  not  loft)  ; 
The  glittering  roof  with  gold  did  daze  the  view. 
The  fides  refrelh'd  with  filks  of  facred  blue. 
Here  thrice  each  day  they  read  their  perfedl  law. 
Thrice  prayers  from  willing  Heaven  a  blefling  draw; 
Thrice  in  glad  hymns,  fwell'd  with  the  GreatOne's  praife. 
The  pliant  voice  on  her  feven  fteps  they  raife, 
Whilft  all  th'  enliven'd  inftruments  around 
To  the  juft  feet  with  various  concord  found; 
Such  things  were  Mufes  then,  contemn'd  low  earth; 
Decently  proud,  and  mindful  of  their  birth.  780 

'Twas  God  himfelf  that  here  tun'd  every  tongue  ; 
And  gratefully  of  him  alone  they  fung : 
They  fung  how  God  fpoke-out  the  world's  vaft  ball; 
From  nothing,  and  from  no-where,  call'd  forth  all. 
No  Nature  yet,  or  place  for  't  to  pofiefs,  785 

But  an  unbottom'd  gulph  of  emptinefs; 
Full  of  Himfelf,  th'  Almighty  fate,  his  own 
Palace,  and  without  folitude  alone. 
But  he  was  goodnefs  whole,  and  all  things  wHl'd ; 
Which,  ere  they  were,  his  aftive  word  fulfill'd;      790 
And  their  aftonifli'd  heads  0'  th'  fudden  rear'd; 
An  unfhap'd  kind  of  fomething  firft  appear'd, 
Confefling  its  new  being,  and  undfeft, 
As  if  it  ftepp'd  in  hafte  before  the  reft. 

Yet, 
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Yet,  buried  in  this  Matter's  darkfome  womb,         795 

Lay  the  rich  feeds  of  every  thing  to  come  : 

From  hence  the  chearful  Flame  Icap'd  up  fo  high ; 

Clofe  at  its  heels  the  nimble  Air  did  fly ; 

Dull  Earth  with  his  own  weight  did  downwards  pierce 

To  the  fix'd  navel  of  the  univcrfe,  Soo 

And  was  quite  loft  in  waters ;  till  God  faid 

To  the  proud  Sea,  "  Shrink-in  your  infolent  head, 

"  See  how  the  gaping  Earth  has  made  you  place  !" 

That  durft  not  murmur,  but  flirunk  in  apace : 

Since  when,  his  bounds  are  fet ;  at  which  in  \ain    805 

He  foams,  and  rages,  and  turns  back  again. 

With  richer  ftuft'he  bade  Heaven's  fabric  fliine. 

And  from  him  a  quick  fpring  of  light  di\  ine 

Swell'd  up  the  Sun,  from  whence  his  cherifhing  flame 

Fills  the  whole  world,  like  Him  from  whom  it  came. 

He  fmooth'd  the  rough-call  Mcoa's  imperfcd  mould. 

And  comb'd  her  beamy  locks  with  facred  gold ; 

"Be  thou,"  faid  he,  "  queen  of  the  mournful  night," 

And  as  he  fpoke,  flie  'arofe  clad  o'er  in  light. 

With  thoufand  ftars  attending  on  her  train ;  815 

With  her  they  rife,  with  her  they  fet  again. 

Then  Herbs  peep'd  forth,  new  Trees  admiring  Hood, 

And  fmclling  Flowers  painted  the  infant  wood. 

Then  flocks  of  Birds  through  the  glad  air  did  flee. 

Joyful,  and  fafe  before  man's  luxury.  826 

Singing  their  maker  in  their  untaught  lays : 

Nay,  the  mute  Fifli  witnefs  no  lefs  his  praife ; 

For  thofe  he  made,  and  cloath'd  with  iilver  fcales. 

From  minnows,  to  thofe  living  iflands,  whales. 

Bcafts 
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Beafts  too  were  his  command :  what  could  he  more  ? 
Yes,  Man  he  could,  the  bond  of  all  before ; 
In  him  he  all  things  with  ftrange  order  hurl'd; 
In  him,  that  full  abridgement  of  the  world. 

This,  and  much  more  of  God's  great  works  they  told; 
"His  mercies,  and  fome  judgments  too,  of  old  :         830 
How,  when  all  earth  was  deeply  ftain'd  in  fin. 
With  an  impetuous  noife  the  waves  came  rufning  in : 
Where  birds  erewhile  dwelt  and  fecurely  fung, 
There  fifh  (an  unknown  net)  entangled  hung : 
The  face  of  flilpwreck'd  Nature  naked  layj  855 

The  fun  peep'd  forth,  and  beheld  nought  but  fea. 
This  men  forgot,  and  burnt  in  luft  again ; 
'^I'i'.l  Ihowers,  ftrange  as  their  fin,  of  fiery  rain 
And  fcalding  brimilone,  dropp'd  on  Sodom's  head; 
Alive,  they  felt  thofe  flames  they  fry-in  dead.         840 
No  better  end  rafli  Pharaoh's  pride  befel. 
When  wind  and  fea  wag'd  war  for  Ifrael : 
In  his  gilt  chariots  amaz'd  fifhes  fat. 
And  grew  with  corpfe  of  wretched  princes  fat ; 
The  waves  and  rocks  half-eaten  bodies  llain;         845 
Nor  was  it  fince  call'd  the  Red-fea  in  vain. 
Much  too  they  told  of  faithful  Abram's  fame. 
To  uhofe  blefl  paflage  they  owe  ftill  their  name: 
Of  Mofes  much,  and  the  great  feed  of  Nun, 
What  wonders  they  perform 'd,  what  lands  they  won; 
How  many  kings  they  flew,  or  captive  brought ; 
They  held  the  fwords,  but  God  and  angels  fought. 

Thus  gain'd  they  the  wife-fpending  of  their  days ; 
And  their  whole  life  was  their  dear  Mal^r's  praife. 
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No  minute's  reft,  no  fvvifteft  thought,  they  fold       855 

To  that  beloved  plague  of  mankind,  gold ; 

Gold,  for  which  all  mankind  with  greater  pains 

Labour  tow'rds  hell,  than  thofe  who  dig  its  veins. 

Their  wealtli  was  the  contempt  of  it ;  which  more 

They  valued  than  rich  fools  the  fhining  ore.  860 

The  filk  worms'  precious  death  they  fcorn'd  to  wear. 

And  Tyrian  dye  appear'd  but  fordid  there. 

Honour,  which  fmce  the  price  of  fouls  became, 

Secm'd  to  thefe  great-ones  a  low  idle  name. 

Inftcad  of  down,  hard  beds  they  chofe  to  have,      865 

Such  as  might  bid  them  not  forget  their  grave. 

Their  board  dlfpeopled  no  full  element, 

Free  Nature's  bounty  thriftily  they  fpent. 

And  fpar'd  the  ftock ;  nor  could  their  bodies  fay 

We  owe  this  crudenefs  t'  exxefs  ycllerday.  870 

Thus  fouls  live  cleanly,  and  no  foiling  fear. 

But  entertain  their  welcome  Maker  there ; 

The  fenfes  perform  nimbly  what  they  're  bid. 

And  honeftiy,  nor  are  by  Reafon  chid ; 

And,  when  the  down  of  fleep  does  foftly  fall,  875 

Their  dreams  are  heavenly  then,  and  mylHcal; 

With  hafty  wings  time  prcfent  they  outfly. 

And  tread  the  doubtful  maze  of  delHny ; 

There  walk,  and  fport  among  the  years  to  come. 

And  with  quick  eye  pierce  every  caufe's  womb.     880 

Thus  thefe  wife  faints  enjoy'd  their  little  all. 

Free  from  the  fpite  of  much-miftaken  Saul : 

For,  if  man's  life  we  in  juft  balance  weigh, 

David  deferv'd  his  envy  Icfs  than  they. 

3    ■  Of 
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Of  this  retreat  the  hunted  Prince  makes  choice,     885 

Adds  to  their  choir  his  nobler  lyre  and  voice. 

But  long  unknown  ev'n  here  he  could  not  lie; 

So  bright  his  luftre,  fo  quick  Envy's  eye  ! 

Th'  offended  troop,  whom  he  efcap'd  before, 

Purfue  him  here,  and  fear  millakes  no  more :  890 

Belov'd  revenge  frefli  rage  to  them  affords; 

Some  part  of  him  all  promife  to  their  fwords. 

They  came,  but  a  new  fp'rit  their  hearts  pofTeil, 
Scattering  a  facred  calm  through  every  bread: : 
The  furrows  of  their  brow,  fo  rough  erewhile,        895 
Sink  down  into  the  dimples  of  a  fmile ; 
Their  cooler  veins  fwell  with  a  peaceful  tide. 
And  the  chafte  flreams  with  even  current  glide ; 
A  fudden  day  breaks  gently  through  their  eyes. 
And  morning-bluHies  in  their  cheeks  arife:  900 

The  thoughts  of  war,  of  blood,  and  murther,  ceafe ; 
In  peaceful  tunes  they'  adore  the  God  of  peace  1 
New  mcflengers  twice  more  the  tyrant  fent. 
And  was  twice  more  mock'd  with  the  fame  event : 
His  heighten'd  rage  no  longer  brooks  delay ;  905 

It  fends  him  there  hirafelf :  but  on  the  way 
His  foolifh  anger  a  wile  fury  grew. 
And  bleflings  from  his  mouth  unbidden  flew  : 
His  kingly  robes  he  laid  at  Naioth  down. 
Began  to  underltand,  and  fcorn,  his  crown;  910 

Employ'd  his  mounting  thoughts  on  nobler  things. 
And  felt  more  folid  joys  than  empire  brings ; 
Embrac'd  his  wondering  fen,  and  on  his  head. 
The  balm  of  all  pail  wounds,  kind  tear;,  he  Ihed. 

Vol.  VIII.  P  So 
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So  covetous  Balaam,  with  a  fond  intent  915 

Of  curfmg  the  bleft  feed,  to  Moab  went : 
But  as  he  went,  his  fatal  tongue  to  fell, 
His  afs  taught  him  to  fpeak,  God  to  fpeak  well. 

"  How  comely  are  thy  tents,  oh  Ifrael !" 
(Thus  he  began)  "  what  conquefts  they  foretel !    920 
♦*  Lefs  fair  are  orchards  in  their  autumn  pride, 
"  Adorn'd  with  trees  on  fome  fair  river's  fide  ; 
"  Lefs  fair  are  vallies,  their  green  mantles  fpread  ! 
"  Or  mountains  with  tall  cedars  on  their  head  ! 
'.'  'Twas  God  himfelf  (thy  God  who  muft  not  fear  :) 
"  Brought  thee  from  bondage  to  be  mafler  here. 
"  Slaughter  fhall  wear  out  thefe,  new  weapons  get, 
"  And  death  in  triumph  on  thy  darts  fhall  fit. 
"  When  judah's  lion  ftarts  up  to  his  prey, 
"  The  beafts  fhall  hang  their  ears,  and  creep  away ; 
"  When  he  lies  down,  the  woods  fhall  filence  keep, 
"  And  dreadful  tigers  tremble  at  his  fleep. 
"  Thy  curfers,  Jacob  !   fhall  twice  curfed  be; 
♦'  And  he  fhall  blefs  himfelf  that  bleffes  thee  1" 
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THE      ARGUMENT. 

The  friendfhip  betwixt  Jonathan  and  David;  and  upon 
that  occafion  a  digrcflion  concerning  the  nature  of 
Love.  A  difcourfe  between  Jonathan  and  David ; 
upon  which  the  latter  abfents  himfelf  from  court, 
and  the  former  goes  thither,  to  inform  himfelf  of 
Saul's  refolution.  The  feaft  of  the  New-Moon;  the 
manner  of  the  celebration  of  it;  and  therein  a  di- 
grcflion of  the  hirtory  of  Abraham.  Saul's  fpeech 
upon  David's  abfence  from  the  feaft,  and  his  anger 
againft  Jonathan.  David's  refolution  to  fly  away; 
he  parts  with  Jonathan,  and  falls  afleep  under  a  tree. 
A  defcription  of  Phanfy;  an  angel  makes  up  a  vi- 
fion  in  David's  head ;  the  vifion  itfelf,  which  is,  a 
prophecy  of  all  the  fucceflion  of  his  race  till  Chrift's 
time,  with  their  moft  remarkable  adlions.  At  his 
awaking  Gabriel  aftumes  an  human  fliape,  and  con- 
firms to  him  the  truth  of  his  vifion. 
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BUT  now  the  early  birds  began  to  call 
The  morning  forth;  up  rofe  the  fun  and  Saul; 
Both,  as  men  thought,  rofe  frefli  from  fweet  repofe ; 
But  both,  alas  !   from  relHefs  labours  rofe : 
For  in  Saul's  breail,  envy,  the  tollfome  fm,  5 

Had  all  that  night  adlive  and  tyrannous  been : 
She  expell'd  all  forms  of  kindnefs,  virtue,  grace; 
Of  the  pafl:  day  no  footftep  left  or  trace ; 
The  new-blown  fparks  of  his  old  rage  appear. 
Nor  could  his  love  dwell  longer  with  his  fear.  10 

So  near  a  ftorm  wife  David  would  not  ftay. 
Nor  truft  the  glittering  of  a  faithlefs  day ; 
He  faw  the  fun  call  in  his  beams  apace. 
And  angry  clouds  march  up  into  their  place ; 
The  fea  itfelf  fmooths  his  rough  brow  awhile,  15 

Flattering  the  greedy  merchant  with  a  fmile ; 
But  he,  whofe  fhipwreck'd  bark  it  drank  before. 
Sees  the  deceit,  and  knows  it  would  have  more. 
Such  is  the  fea,  and  fuch  was  Saul. 

P  3  But 
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But  Jonathan,  his  fon,  and  only  good,  20 

Was  gentle  as  fair  Jordan's  ufeful  flood; 

Whofe  innocent  ftream,  as  it  in  filence  goes, 

Frefh  honours  and  a  fudden  fpring  beftows. 

On  both  his  banks,  to  every  flower  and  tree ; 

The  manner  how  lies  hid,  th'  efFeft  we  fee.  25 

But  more  than  all,  more  than  himfelf,  he  lov'd 

The  man  whofe  worth  his  father's  hatred  mov'd; 

For,  when  the  noble  youth  at  Dammin  fliood, 

Adorn'd  with  fweat,  and  painted  gay  with  blood, 

Jonathan  pierc'd  him  through  with  greedy  eye,        30 

And  underftood  the  future  majcfly 

Then  dellin'd  in  the  glories  of  his  look ; 

He  faw,  and  ftrait  was  with  amazement  flrook. 

To  fee  the  ftrength,  the  feature,  and  the  grace 

Cf  his  young  limbs:  he  faw  his  comely  face,  35 

Where  love  and  reverence  fo  well  mingled  were ; 

And  head,  already  crown'd  with  golden  hair  : 

He  faw  what  mildnefs  his  bold  fpirlt  did  tr.me. 

Gentler  than  light,  yet  powerful  as  a  flame : 

He  faw  his  valour,  by  thtir  fafety  prov'd ;  40 

He  faw  all  this,  and  as  he  faw,  he  lov'd. 

What  art  thou.  Love  1  thou  great  myflerious  thing  ! 
From  what  hid  flock  does  thy  flrange  nature  fpring  ? 
*Tis  thou  that  mov'fl  the  world  through  every  part. 
And  hold'ft  the  vafl  frame  clofe,  that  nothing  flart,  45 
From  the  due  place  and  office  firft  ordain 'd ; 
By  thee  were  all  things  made,  and  are  fuft.iin'd. 
Sometimes  we  fee  thee  fully,  and  can  fay 
From  hence  thou  took'Il  thy  rife,  and  went'll  tliat  way ; 

But 
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But  oftener  the  fhort  beams  of  Reafon's  eye  50 

See  only  There  thou  art,  not  How,  nor  Why. 

How  is  the  loadftone.  Nature's  fubtle  pride. 

By  the  rude  iron  woo'd,  and  made  a  bride  ? 

How  was  the  weapon  wounded  ?  what  hid  flame 

The  ftrong  and  conquering  metal  overcame  ?  55 

Love  (this  world's  grace)  exalts  his  natural  ftatej 

He  feels  thee.  Love  !  and  feels  no  more  his  weight. 

Ye  learned  heads,  whom  ivy  garlands  grace. 

Why  does  tliat  twining  plant  the  oak  embrace  ? 

The  oak,  for  courtfhip  molt  of  all  unfit,  60 

And  rough  as  are  the  winds  that  fight  with  it  ? 

How  does  the  abfent  pole  the  needle  move  ? 

How  does  his  cold  and  ice  beget  hot  love  ? 

Which  are  the  wings  of  lightnefs  to  afcend  ? 

Or  why  does  weight  to  th'  centre  downwards  bend  ?  65 

Thus  creatures  void  of  life  obey  thy  laws. 

And  feidom  we,  they  never,  know  the  caufe. 

In  thy  large  Hate,  Life  gives  the  next  degree. 

Where  Senfe,  and  Good  Apparent,  places  thee ; 

But  thy  chief  palace  is  man's  heart  alone,  70 

Here  are  thy  triumphs  and  full  glories  fliown ; 

Handfome  Defires,  and  Reft,  about  thee  flee. 

Union,  Inherence,  Zeal,  and  Extafy, 

With  thoufand  joys  clufter  around  thine  head. 

O'er  which  a  gall-lefs  dove  her  wings  does  fpread;     75 

A  gentle  lamb,  purer  and  whiter  far 

Than  confciences  of  thine  own  martyrs  are. 

Lies  at  thy  feet;  and  thy  right-hand  does  hold 

The  myftic  fceptre  of  a  crofs  of  gold. 

P  4  Thus 
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Thus  dofl:  thou  fit  (like  men  ere  fin  had  fram'd       So 

A  guilty  blufli)  naked,  but  not  alliam'd. 

What  caufc  then  did  the  fabulous  ancients  find. 

When  firft  their  fuperftition  made  thee  blind  ? 

'I'was  they,  alas  !    'twas  they  who  could  not  fee. 

When  they  miftook  that  monfter  Luft  for  thee.         85 

Thou  art  a  bright,  but  not  confuming  flame ; 

Such  in  th'  amazed  bufh  to  Mofes  came ; 

When  that  fecure  its  new-crown'd  head  did  rear. 

And  chid  the  trembling  branches'  needlefs  fear. 

Thy  darts  arc  healthful  gold,  and  downwards  fall,   90 

Soft  as  the  feathers  that  they  're  fletch'd  withal. 

Such,  and  no  other,  were  thofe  feoret  darts, 

Which  fiveetly  touch'd  this  nobleft  pair  of  hearts ; 

Still  to  one  end  they  both  fo  juflly  drew. 

As  courteous  doves  together  yok'd  would  do  :  95 

Kg  weight  of  birth  did  on  one  fide  prevail. 

Two  twins  lefs  even  lie  in  Nature's  fcale  ; 

They  mingled  fates,  and  both  in  each  did  (hare, 

They  both  were  fervants,  they  both  princes  were. 

If  any  joy  to  one  of  them  was  fent,  ico 

It  was  mofl  his,  to  whom  it  leaft  was  meant ; 

And  Fortune's  malice  betwi.xt  both  was  croll. 

For,  flriklng  one,  it  wounded  th'  other  m.olL 

Never  did  marriage  fuch  true  union  find. 

Or  men's  defires  with  fo  glad  violence  bind;  105 

For,  there  is  ftill  fome  tinfture  left  of  fin. 

And  ftill  the  fex  will  needs  be  ftealing-in. 

Thofe  joys  are  full  of>drofs,  and  thicker  far ; 

Thefe,  without  matter,  clear  and  liquid  are. 

Such 
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Such  facred  love  does  heaven's  bright  Spirits  fill,  no 

Where  love  is  but  to  undcritand  and  will 

With  fwift  and  unfeen  motions ;  fuch  as  we 

Somewhat  exprefs  in  heighten'd  charity. 

O  ye  blefl:  One  !  vvhofe  love  on  earth  became 

So  pure  that  ftill  in  heaven  'tis  but  the  fame  !  115 

There  now  ye  fit,  and  with  mixt  fouls  embrace. 

Gazing  upon  great  Love's  myfterious  face; 

And  pity  this  bafe  world,  where  friendihip  's  made 

A  bait  for  fm,  or  elfe  at  beft  a  trade. 

Ah, wondrous  Prince  !  whoa  true  friend could'fl: be,  izo 

When  a  crown  flatter'd,  and  Saul  threaten'd  thee  ! 

Who  held'ft  him  dear,  vvhofe  flars-thy  birth  did  crofs ! 

And  bought'!!:  him  nobly  at  a  kingdom's  lois  ! 

Ifrael's  bright  fceptre  far  lefs  glory  brings ; 

There  have  been  fewer  friends  on  earth  than  kings.  1 25 

To  this  ftrange  pitch  their  high  afteftions  flew. 
Till  Nature's  felf  fcarce  look'd  on  them  as  two. 
Hither  flies  David  for  advice  and  aid. 
As  fwift  as  love  and  danger  could  perfuade : 
As  {jik  in  Jonathan's  truft  his  thoughts  remain       130 
As  when  himfelf  but  dreams  them  o'er  again. 

"  My  deareft  lord,  farewell  1"  faid  he,  "  farewell  1 
"  Heaven  blefs  the  king  !   may  no  misfortune  tell 
"  Th'  injuftice  of  his  hate  when  I  am  dead  ! 
"  They  're  coming  now,  perhaps;  my  guiltlefs  head 
"  Here  in  your  fight,  perhaps,  mull  bleeding  lie, 
"  And  fcarce  your  own  ftand  fafe  for  being  nigh. 
"  Think  me  not  fcar'd  with  death,  howe'er  't  appear; 
"  1  knov/  Uiou  canil  not  think  fo:  'tis  a  fear 

"  From 
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"  From  which  thy  love  and  Dammin  fpeaks  me  freej 

*'  I  've  met  him  face  to  face,  and  ne'er  could  fee 

"  One  terror  in  his  looks  to  make  me  fly 

"  When  Virtue  bids  me  ftand ;  but  I  would  die 

"  So  as  becomes  my  life,  fo  as  may  prove 

"  Saul's  malice,  and  at  leaft  excufe  your  love."     145 

He  ftopt,  and  fpoke  fome  paffion  with  his  eyes ; 
"  Excellent  friend  ! ' '  the  g.iliant  Prince  replies, 
*'  Thou  haft  fo  prov'd  thy  virtues,  that  they  're  known 
*'  To  all  good  men,  more  than  to  each  Ids  own. 
*'  Who  lives  in  Ifrael,  that  can  doubtful  be  150 

*'  Of  thy  great  aftions  ?  for  he  lives  by  thee. 
"  Such  is  thy  valour,  and  thy  vaft  fuccefs, 
"  That  all  things  but  thy  loyalty  are  lefs. 
"  And,  Ihould  my  father  at  thy  ruin  aim, 
"  'Twould  wound  as  much  his  fafety  as  his  fame  :   155 
"  Tliink  them  not  coming,  then,  to  flay  thee  here, 
"  But  doubt  mifliaps,  as  little  as  you  fear ; 
*'  For,  by  thy  loving  God,  whoe'er  defign 
"  Againft  thy  life,  muft  ftrike  at  it  through  mine. 
"  But  I  my  royal  father  muft  acquit  160 

"  From  fuch  bafe  guilt,  or  the  low  thought  of  it. 
"  Think  on  his  foftncfs  when  from  death  he  freed 
"  The  faithlefs  king  of  Amalek's  curfcd  feed ; 
"  Can  he  to'  a  friend,  to'  a  fon,  fo  bloody  grow, 
"  He  who  ev'n  flnn'd  but  now  to  fpare  a  foe  ?        165 
*'  Admit  he  could ;  but  with  what  ftrength  or  art 
'*  Could  he  fo  long  clofe  and  feal  up  his  heart  ? 
•*  Such  counfels  jealous  of  themfelves  become, 
"  And  dare  not  fix  without  confent  of  fomie; 

4  "  Few 
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"  Few  men  fo  boldly  ill,  great  fins  to  do,  170 

"  Till  licens'd  and  approv'd  by  others  too. 
**  No  more  (believe  't)  could  he  hide  this  from  me, 
"  Than  I,  had  he  difcover'd  it,  from  thee." 

Here  they  embraces  join,  and  almoft  tears ; 
Till  gentle  David  thus  new  prov'd  his  fears :  175 

"  The  praife  you  pleas 'd  (great  Prince  I)  onmetofpend, 
"  Was  all  out-fpoken  when  you  ftil'd  me  Friend ; 
"  That  name  alone  does  dangerous  glories  bring, 
"  And  gives  exxufe  to  th'  envy  of  a  king. 
"  What  did  his  fpear,  force,  and  dark  plots,  impart, 
"  But  fome  eternal  rancour  in  his  heart  ? 
"  Still  does  he  glance  the  fortune  of  that  day 
"  When  drown'd  in  his  own  blood  Goliah  lay, 
"  And  cover'd  half  the  plain  ;  ftill  hears  the  fovmd 
*'  How  that  vafl;  monfter  fell,  and  ftruck  the  ground  : 
"  The  dance,  and  '  David  his  ten  thoufands  flew,' 
*'  Still  wound  his  fickly  foul,  and  ftill  are  new. 
"  Great  afts,  t'  ambitious  princes,  treafons  grow, 
*'  So  much  they  hate  that  fafety  which  they  owe. 
"  Tyrants  dread  all  wliom  they  raife  high  in  place,   193 
*'  From  the  Good,  danger ;  from  the  Bad,  difgrace ; 
"  They  doubt  the  lords,  miftruft  the  people's  hate, 
*'  Till  blood  become  a  principle  of  ftate  : 
"  Secur'd  nor  by  their  guards,  nor  by  their  right, 
"  But  ftill  they  fear  ev'n  more  than  they  affright.   195 
"  Pardon  me.  Sir  !  your  father  's  rough  and  ftern; 
"  His  will  too  ftrong  to  bend,  too  proud  to  learn : 
"  Remember,  Sir  !   the  honey's  deadly  fting; 
"  Think  on  that  favage  jullice  of  the  king ; 

"  When 
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*'  When  the  fame  day  that  faw  you  do  before         200 

"  Things  above  man,  fhould  fee  you  man  no  more. 

*'  'Tis  true  th'  accurfed  Agag  mov'd  his  ruth, 

"  He  pitied  his  tall  limbs  and  comely  youth : 

"  Had  feen,  alas  !  the  proof  of  Heaven's  fierce  hate, 

"  And  fear'd  no  mifchief  from  his  powerlefs  fate  :   205 

"  Remember  how  th'  old  Seer  came  raging  down, 

"  And  taught  him  boldly  to  fufpeft  his  crown; 

"  Since  then,  his  pride  quakes  at  th'  Almighty's  rod, 

"  Nor  dares  he  love  the  man  belov'd  by  God. 

*'  Hence  his  deep  rage  and  trembling  envy  fprings  210 

"  (Nothing  {o  wild  as  jealoufy  of  kings  !) 

"  Whom  Ihould  he  counfel  aflc,  with  whom  advife, 

"  Who  Reafon  and  God's  counfel  does  defpife  ? 

"  Whofe  headftrong  will  no  law  or  confcience  daunt, 

"  Dares  he  not  fin,  do'  you  think,  without  your  grant  ? 

^  Yes,  if  the  truth  of  our  fix'd  love  he  knew, 

"  He  would  not  doubt,  believe  't,  to  kill  ev'n  you." 

The  Prince  is  mov'd,  and  ftrait  prepares  to  find 
The  deep  refolves  of  his  griev'd  father's  mind: 
The  danger  now  appears.  Love  can  foon  (how  't,  220 
And  force  his  ftubborn  piety  to  know  't. 
They'  agree  that  David  fhould  conceal'd  abide. 
Till  his  great  friend  had  the  Court's  temper  try'd; 
Till  he  had  Saul's  moft  fecret  purpofe  found, 
And  fearch'd  the  depth  and  rancour  of  his  wound.    225 

' Twas  the  year's  feventh-born  moon,  the  folemn  feall 
That  with  moft  noife  its  facred  mirth  exprefs'd. 
From  opening  morn  till  night  (huts  in  the  day,  • 
On  trumpets  and  fhrill  horns  the  Levites  play. 

Whether 
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Whether  by  this  in  myftic  type  we  fee  230 

The  New-year's-day  of  great  eternity. 

When  the  chang'd  moon  Ihall  no  more  changes  make. 

And  fcatter'd  deaths  by  trumpets'  found  awake ; 

Or  that  the  Law  be  kept  in  memory  ftill. 

Given  with  Uke  noife  on  Sinai's  fliining  hill;  235 

Or  that  (as  fome  men  teach)  it  did  arife 

From  faithful  Abram's  righteous  facrifice. 

Who,  whilft  the  Ram  on  Ifaac's  fire  did  fry. 

His  horn  with  joyful  tunes  flood  founding  by. 

Obfcure  the  caufe ;  but  God  his  will  declar'd,        240 

And  all  nice  knowledge  then  with  eafe  is  fpar'd. 

At  the  third  hour  Saul  to  the  hallow'd  tent, 

'Midft  a  large  train  of  priefts  and  courtiers,  went ; 

The  facred  herd  march'd  proud  and  foftly  by ; 

Too  fat  and  gay  to  think  their  deaths  fo  nigh.        245 

Hard  fate  of  hearts,  more  innocent  than  we  ! 

Prey  to  our  luxury,  and  our  piety  ! 

Whofe  guiltlefs  blood,  on  boards  and  altars  fpilt. 

Serves  both  to  make,  and  expiate  too,  our  guilt ! 

Three  bullocks  of  free  neck,  two  gilded  rams,        250 

Two  well-wa{h'd  goats,  and  fourteen  fpotlefs  lambs. 

With  the  three  vital  fruits,  wine,  oil,  and  bread, 

(Small  fees  to  Heaven  of  all  by  which  we  're  fed  !) 

Are  ofFer'd  up;  the  hallow'd  flames  arife. 

And  faithful  prayers  mount  with  them  to  the  fkies.  255 

From  hence  the  king  to  th'  outmoil  court  is  brought, 

Where  heavenly  things  an  infpir'd  prophet  taught ; 

And  from  the  facred  tent  to'  his  palace-gates. 

With  glad  kind  (houts  th'  affembly  on  him  waits ; 

The 
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The  chearful  horns  before  him  loudly  play,  260 

And  frefh-flrew'd  flow'rs  paint  his  triumphant  way. 

Thus  in  flow  ftate  to  th'  palace-hall  they  go. 

Rich  draft  for  folemn  luxury  and  Ihow  : 

Ten  pieces  of  bright  tap'  ftry  hung  the  room. 

The  nobleft  work  e'er  ftretch'd  on  Syrian  loom,    265 

For  wealthy  Adriel  in  proud  Sidon  wrought. 

And  given  to  Saul  when  Saul's  bell  gift  he  fought. 

The  bright-ey'd  Merab;  for  that  mindful  day 

No  ornament  fo  proper  feem'd  as  they. 

There  all  old  Abram's  ftory  you  might  fee;       270 
And  ftill  fome  angel  bore  him  company. 
His  painful,  but  well-guided,  travels  fhow 
The  fate  of  all  his  fons,  the  Church  below. 
Here  beauteous  Sarah  to  great  Pharaoh  came. 
He  blufli'd  with  fudden  paflion,  (he  with  fhame;    275 
Troubled  (he  feem'd,  and  labouring  in  the  ftrife 
'Twixt  her  own  honour  and  her  hulband's  life. 
Here  on  a  conquering  hoft,  that  carelcfs  lay, 
Drov/n'd  in  the  joys  of  their  new-gotten  prey. 
The  Patriarch  falls ;  well-mingled  might  you  fee  280 
The  confus'd  marks  of  death  and  luxury. 
In  the  next  piece,  bleft  Salem's  mylHc  king 
Does  facred  prefents  to  the  viftor  bring ; 
Like  him  whofe  type  he  bears,  his  riglits  receives  ; 
Stridliy  requires  his  due,  yet  freely  gives ;  285 

Ev'n  in  his  port,  his  habit,  and  his  face, 
The  mild  and  great,  the  prieft  and  prince,  had  place. 
Here  all  their  ftarry  hoft  the  heavens  difplay; 
And  lo  !  an  heavenly  youth,  more  fair  than  they. 

Leads 
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Leads  Abram  forth;  points  upwards:  "Such,"  faidhe, 

"  So  bright  and  numberlefs,  thy  feed  fhall  be." 

Here  he  with  God  a  new  alliance  makes. 

And  in  his  flefh  the  marks  of  homage  takes : 

And  here  he  three  myfterious  perfons  fealb. 

Well  paid  with  joyful  tidings  by  his  guefts  :  295 

Here  for  the  wicked  town  he  prays,  and  near 

Scarce  did  the  wicked  town  through  flames  appear; 

And  all  his  fate,  and  all  his  deeds,  were  wrought. 

Since  he  from  Ur  to  Ephron's  cave  was  brought. 

But  none  'mongft  all  the  forms  drew  then  their  eyes  300 

Like  faithful  Abram 's  righteous  facrifice  : 

The  fad  old  man  mounts  flowly  to  the  place. 

With  Nature's  power  triumphant  in  his  face 

O'er  the  Mind's  courage  ;  for,  in  fpite  of  all. 

From  his  fwoln  eyes  refilllefs  waters  fall.  305 

The  innocent  boy  his  cruel  burthen  bore 

With  fmiling  looks,  and  fometimes  walk'd  before. 

And  fometimes  turn'd  to  talk :  above  was  made 

The  altar's  fatal  pile,  and  on  it  laid 

The  Hope  of  mankind;  patiently  he  lay,  310 

And  did  his  fire,  as  he  is  God,  obey. 

The  mournful  fire  lifts  up  at  laft  the  knife. 

And  on  one  moment's  firing  depends  his  life. 

In  whofe  young  loins  fuch  brooding  wonders  lie. 

A  thoufand  Spirits  peep'd  from  th'  affrighted  fky,  315 

Amaz'd  at  this  fbange  fcene ;  and  almoft  fear'd 

For  all  thofe  joyful  prophecies  they  'd  heard  ; 

Till  one  leap'd  nimbly  forth,  by  God's  command, 

Like  lightning  from  a  cloud,  and  flopped  his  hand. 

The 
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The  gentle  Spirit  fmil'd  kindly  as  he  fpoke,  320 

New  beams  of  joy  through  Abram's  wonder  broke; 

The  Angel  points  t'  a  tuft  of  bufhes  near, 

Where  an  entangled  ram  does  half  appear. 

And  ftrugglcs  vainly  with  that  fatal  net. 

Which,  though  but  flightly  wrought,  was  firmly  fet. 

For,  lo  !   anon,  to  this  fad  glory  doom'd. 

The  ufeful  beall  on  Ifaac's  pile  confim'd; 

Whilll  on  his  horns  tlie  ranfom'd  couple  play'd. 

And  the  glad  boy  danc'd  to  the  tunes  be  made. 

Near  this  hall's  end  a  lliittim -table  ftood;  330 

Yet  well-wrought  plate  ftrove  to  conceal  the  wood ; 
For  from  the  foot  a  golden  vine  did  fprout. 
And  caft  his  fruitful  riches  all  about. 
Well  might  that  beauteous  ore  the  grape  exprefs. 
Which  does  weak  man  intoxicate  no  lefs.  335 

Of  the  fame  wood  the  gilded  beds  were  made. 
And  on  them  large  embroider'd  carpets  laid. 
From  Egypt,  the  rich  fliop  of  follies,  brought ; 
But  arts  of  pride  all  nations  foon  are  taught. 
Behold  feven  comely  blooming  youths  appear,       340 
And  in  their  hands  feven  filver  wafli-pots  bear, 
Curl'd,  and  gay  clad ;  the  choiceft  forts  tliat  be 
Of  Gibeon's  race,  and  Haves  of  high  degree  ! 
Seven  beauteous  maids  march'd  foftly  in  behind ; 
Bright  fcarfs  their  cloaths,  their  hair  fre(h  garhmds,  bind  ; 
And,  whilll:  the  princes  walh,  they  on  them  Ihed 
Rich  ointments,  which  their  coftly  odours  fpread 
■'^O'er  the  whole  room;  from  their  fmall  prifons  free. 
With  fuch  glad  halle  through  the  wide  air  they  flee. 

The 
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The  king  was  plac'd  alone,  and  o'er  his  head         350 
A  welKwrought  heaven  of  filk  and  gold  was  fpread. 
Azure  the  ground,  the  fun  in  gold  fhone  bright. 
But  pierc'd  the  wandering  clouds  with  filver  light. 
The  right-hand  bed  the  king's  three  fons  did  grace. 
The  third  was  Abner's,  Adriel's,  David's,  place;  355 
And  twelve  large  tables  more  were  fill'd  below. 
With  the  prime  men  Saul's  court  and  camp  could  fhow; 
The  palace  did  with  mirth  and  mufic  found. 
And  the  crown'd  goblets  nimbly  mov'd  around; 
But,  though  bright  joy  in  every  gueft  did  (hine,     360 
The  plenty,  ftate,  mufic,  and  fpriteful  wine. 
Were  loft  on  Saul ;  an  angry  care  did  dwell 
In  his  dark  breaft,  and  all  gay  forms  expel. 
David's  unufual  abfence  from  the  feaft 
To  his  fick  fpirit  did  jealous  thoughts  fuggell:       365 
Long  lay  he  ftill,  nor  drank,  nor  eat,  nor  fpoke. 
And  thus  at  laft  his  troubled  filence  broke  : 

"  Where  can  he  be  ?"  faid  he;  "  it  muft  be  fo:" 
With  that  he  paus'd  a  while.     "  Too  well  we  know 
"  His  boundlcfs  pride:  he  grieves,  and  hates  to  fee  370 
"  The  folemn  triumphs  of  my  court  and  me. 
"  Believe  me,  friends,  and  trufl  what  I  can  fhow 
"  From  thoufand  proofs ;  th'  ambitious  David  now 
"  Does  thofe  vaft  things  in  his  proud  foul  defign 
*'  That  too  much  bufmefs  give  for  mirth  or  wine.    375 
*'  He  's  kindUng  now,  perhaps,  rebellious  fire 
/*  Among  the  tribes,  and  does  ev'n  now  confpire 
Vol.  VIII.  Q^  *'  Agaiuft 
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**  Againft  my  crown,  and  all  our  lives ;  whilft  we 

"  Are  loth  ev'n  to  fufpefl,  what  we  might  fee. 

"  By  the  Great  Name,  'tis  true."  380 

With  that  he  ftrook  the  board ;  and  no  man  there 

But  Jonathan  durft  undertake  to  clear 

The  blamelefs  Prince ;  and  fcarce  ten  words  he  fpoke. 

When  thus  his  fpeech  th'  enraged  tyrant  broke  : 

*'  Difloyal  wretch !  thy  gentle  mother's  Ihame  1   385 
*'  Whofe  cold  pale  ghofl:  ev'n  blullies  at  tiiy  name  ! 
*'  Who  fears,  left  her  chafte  bed  fhould  doubted  be, 
"  And  her  white  fame  ftain'd  by  black  deeds  of  thee  ! 
"  Canfl:  thou  be  mine  ?  a  crown  fometimes  does  hire 
*•  Ev'n  fons  againll  their  parents  to  confpire  ;         390 
**  But  ne'er  did  ftory  yet,  or  fable,  tell 
"  Of  one  fo  wild,  who,  merely  to  rebel, 
**  Quitted  th'  unquelHon'd  birthright  of  a  throne, 
"  And  bought  his  father's  ruin  v\ith  his  own. 
"  Thou  need'ft  not  plead  th'  ambitious  youth's  defence ; 
"  Thy  crime  clears  his,  and  makes  that  innocence  : 
"  Nor  can  his  foul  ingratitude  appear, 
"  Whihl  thy  unnatural  guilt  is  plac'd  fo  near. 
"  Is  this  that  noble  friendihip  you  pretend  ? 
"  Mine,  thine  own,  foe — and  tliy  worft  enemy's  friend  ? 
•'  If  thy  low  fpirit  can  thy  great  birthright  quit, 
"  The  thing  's  but  jurt,  fo  ill  deferv'il  thou  it. 
**  I,  and  thy  brethren  here,  have  no  fuch  mind  j 
"  Nor  fuch  prodigious  worth  in  David  find, 
"  That  we  to  him  fliould  our  juft  rights  refign,      405 
"  Or  think  God's  choice  not  made  fo  well  as  tliine. 

"  Shame 
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«  Shame  of  thy  houfe  and  tribe  !  hence,  from  mine  eye, 

"  To  thy  falfe  friend,  and  fervile  mafler,  fly ; 

"  He  's  ere  this  time  in  arms  expci5ling  thee; 

"  Hafte,  for  thofe  arms  are  rais'd  to  ruin  me  1        410 

*'  Thy  fm  that  way  will  nobler  much  appear, 

«  Than  to  remain  his  fpy  and  agent  here. 

*'  When  I  think  this,  Nature*  by  thee  forfook> 

"  Forfakes  me  too."     With  that  his  fpear  he  took 

To  ftrike  at  him  ;  the  mirth  and  mufic  ceafe ;        415 

The  guefts  all  rife,  this  fudden  ftorm  t'  appeafe : 

The  Prince  his  danger,  and  his  duty,  knew; 

And  low  he  bow'd,  and  filently  withdrew. 

To  David  ftrait,  who  in  a  forefl  nigh 
Waits  his  advice,  the  royal  friend  does  fly.  420 

The  fole  advice  nowi  like  the  danger,  clear. 
Was,  in  fome  foreign  land  this  ftorm  t'  outwear. 
All  marks  of  comely  grief  in  both  are  feen  ; 
And  mournful  kind  difcourfes  pafs'd  between. 
Now  generous  tears  their  hafty  tongues  rellrain,    425 
Now  they  begin,  and  talk  all  o'er  again  : 
A  reverent  oath  of  conftant  love  they  take. 
And  God's  high  name  their  dreaded  witnefs  make; 
Not  that  at  all  their  faiths  could  doubtful  prove ; 
But  'twas  the  tedious  zeal  of  endlefs  love.  30 

Thus,  ere  they  part,  they  the  Ihort  time  beftow 
In  all  the  pomp  friendfhip  and  grief  could  fliow : 
And  David  now,  with  doubtful  cares  opprefs'd. 
Beneath  a  fliade  borrows  fome  little  reft ; 
When,  by  command  divine,  thick  mifts  arife,  435 

And  ftop  the  fenfc,  and  clofe  the  conquer 'd  eyes- 

0^2  There 
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There  is  a  place  which  man  moft  high  doth  rear. 
The  Small  World's  heaven,  where  Reafon  moves  the 

fphere : 
Here,  in  a  robe  which  does  all  colours  fliow 
(Th'  envy  of  birds,  and  the  clouds'  gaudy  bow)    440 
Phanfy,  wild  dame,  with  much  lafcivious  pride. 
By  twin-camelions  drawn,  does  gaily  ride ; 
Her  coach  there  follows,  and  throngs  round  about 
Of  Ihapes  and  airy  forms  an  endlcfs  rout  : 
A  fea  rolls  on  with  harmlefs  fury  here  ;  445 

Strait  'tis  a  field,  and  trees  and  herbs  appear : 
Here  in  a  moment  are  vaft  armies  made. 
And  a  quick  fcene  of  war  and  blood  difplay'd : 
Here  fparkling  wines,  and  brighter  maids,  come  in. 
The  bawds  for  Senfe,  and  lying  baits  of  Sin  :         450 
Some  things  arife  of  ftrange  and  quarreling  kind. 
The  forepart  lion,  and  a  fnake  behind  : 
Here  golden  mountains  fwell  the  covetous  place. 
And  centaurs  ride  themfelves,  a  painted  race. 
Of  thefe  flight  wonders  Nature  fees  the  Ilore,        45  j 
And  only  then  accounts  herfelf  but  poor. 

Hither  an  Angel  comes,  in  David's  trance. 
And  finds  them  mir-gled  in  an  antique  dance ; 
Of  all  the  numerous  forms  fit  choice  he  takes. 
And  joins  them  wifely,  and  this  vifion  makes : —   460 

f  irft  David  there  appears  in  kingly  ftate, 
Whilil  the  twelve  tribes  his  dread  commands  await; 
Strait  to  the  wars  with  his  join'd  ftrength  he  goes, 
Settkj  new  friends,  and  frights  his  ancient  foes. 

T» 
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To  Solima,  Canaan's  old  head,  they  came  465 

(Since  high  in  note,  then  not  unknown  to  fame) ; 

The  blind  and  lame  th'  undoubted  wall  defend. 

And  no  new  wounds  or  dangers  apprehend  : 

The  bufy  image  of  great  Joab  there 

Difdains  the  mock,  and  teaches  them  to  fear :        470 

He  climbs  the  airy  walls,  leaps  raging  down. 

New-minted  fhapes  of  flaughter  fill  the  town  : 

They  curfe  the  guards  their  mirth  and  bravery  chofe; 

All  of  them  now  are  flain,  or  made  like  thofe. 

Far  through  an  inward  fcene  an  army  lay,  475 

Which  with  full  banners  a  fair  F'lfh  difplay : 

From  Sidon  plains  to  happy  Egypt's  coafl 

They  feem  all  met ;  a  vaft  and  warlike  hoft  ! 

Thither  haftes  David,  to  his  deftin'd  prey. 

Honour  and  noble  danger  lead  the  way ;  480 

The  confcious  trees  Ihook  with  a  reverent  fear 

Their  unblown  tops ;  God  walk'd  before  him  there. 

Slaughter  the  weary'd  Riphaims'  bofom  fills; 

Dead  corpfe  embofs  the  vale  with  little  hills. 

On  th'  other  fide,  Sophenes'  mighty  king  "  485 

Numberlefs  troops  of  the  blefl  Eaft  does  bring : 

Twice  are  his  men  cut  off,  and  chariots  ta'en ; 

Damafcus  and  rich  Adad  help  in  vain. 

Here  Nabathzean  troops  in  battle  Hand, 

With  all  the  lufty  youth  of  Syrian  land  ;  490 

Undaunted  Joab  rufhes  on  with  fpeed. 

Gallantly  mounted  on  his  fiery  fteed ; 

He  hews  down  all,  and  deals  his  deaths  around ; 

The  Syrians  leave,  or  poffefs  dead,  the  ground. 

0^5  On 
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On  th'  other  wing  does  brave  Abilhai  ride,  49^ 

Reeking  in  blood  and  duft ;  on  every  fide 
The  perjur'd  fons  of  Ammon  quit  the  field; 
Some  bafely  die,  and  fome  more  bafely  yield. 
Through  a  thick  wood  the  wretched  Hanun  flies. 
And  far  more  juftly  then  fears  Hebrew  fpies.  500 

Moloch,  their  bloody  god,  thrufts  out  his  head. 
Grinning  through  a  black  cloud:  him  they  'd  long  fed 
In  his  feven  chambers ;  and  he  ftill  did  eat 
New-roafted  babes,  his  dear,  delicious  meat. 
Again  they'  arife,  more  anger'd  than  diimay'd;    505 
Euphrates  and  fwifi  Tygris  fends  them  aid : 
In  vain  they  fend  it,  for  again  they  're  flain. 
And  feart  the  greedy  birds  on  Helay  plain. 
Here  Rabba  with  proud  towers  affronts  the  fky. 
And  round  about  great  Joab's  trenches  lie:  510 

They  force  the  walls,  and  fack  the  helplefs  town  ; 
On  David's  head  fhines  Ammon's  maffy  crown. 
Midll  various  torments  the  curs'd  race  expires ; 
David  himfelf  his  fevere  wrath  admires. 

Next  upon  Ifrael's  throne  does  bravely  fit  515 

A  comely  youth  endow 'd  with  wondrous  wit. 
Far  from  the  parched  Line  a  royal  dame, 
To  hear  his  tongue  and  boundlefs  wifdom,  came : 
She  carried  back  in  her  triumphant  womb 
The  glorious  (lock  of  thoufand  kings  to  come.       520 
Here  brightefl;  forms  his  pomp  and  wealth  difplay. 
Here  they  a  temple's  vaft  foundations  lay; 
A  mighty  work  !   and  with  fit  glories  fill'd 
For  God  t'  inliabit,  and  that  king  to  build. 

Some 
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Some  from  the  quarries  hew  out  mafly  ftone,         525 
Some  draw  it  up  with  cranes ,;  fome  breathe  and  groan 
In  order  o'er  the  anvil ;  fome  cut  down 
Tall  cedars,  the  proud  mountains'  ancient  crown ; 
Some  carve  the  trunks,  and  breathing  Ihapes  bellow. 
Giving  the  trees  more  life  than  when  they  grow;  530 
But  oh,  alas  !  what  fudden  cloud  is  fpread 
About  this  glorious  king's  eclipfed  head  ? 
It  all  his  fame  benights,  and  all  his  ftore. 
Wrapping  him  round;  and  now  he  's  feen  no  more  ! 

When  ftrait  his  fen  appears,  at  Sichem  crown'd,  535 
With  young  and  heedlefs  council  circled  round ; 
Unfeemly  objed  !  but  a  falling  ftate 
Has  always  its  own  errors  join'd  with  Fate. 
Ten  tribes  at  once  forfake  the  Jeffian  throne. 
And  bold  Adoram  at  his  melTage  ftone ;  540 

"  Brethren  of  Ifrael  !"— 'more  he  fain  would  fay. 
But  a  flint  ftopp'd  his  mouth,  and  fpeech,  i'  th'  way. 
Here  this  fond  king's  difaflers  but  begin. 
He  's  deftin'd  to  more  fhame  by'  his  father's  fin: 
Sufack  came  up,  and  under  his  command  545 

A  dreadful  army  from  fcorch'd  Afric's  fand. 
As  numberlefs  as  that ;  all  is  his  prey. 
The  temple's  facred  wealth  they  bear  away  ; 
Adrazar's  Ihields  and  golden  lofs  tliey  take  : 
Ev'n  David  in  his  dream  does  fweat  and  fhake.      55Q 
Thus  fails  this  wretched  prince  ;  his  loins  appear 
Of  lefs  weight  now  than  Solomon's  fingers  were, 

Abijah  next  feeks  Ifrael  to  regain. 
And  walh  in  feas  of  blood  his  father's  Ilain ; 

0^4  Ne'er 
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Ne'er  faw  the  aged  fun  fo  cruel  fight;  555 

Scarce  faw  he  this,  but  hid  his  bafhful  light. 
Nebat's  curs'd  fon  fled  with  not  half  his  men  ; 
Where  were  his  gods  of  Dan  and  Bethel  then  ? 
Yet  could  not  this  the  fatal  ftrife  decide ; 
God  punifh'd  one,  but  blcfs'd  not  th'  other  fide.     560 

Afan,  a  juft  and  virtuous  prince,  fucceeds, 
High-rais'd  by  fame  for  great  and  godly  deeds: 
He  cut  the  folemn  groves  where  idols  flood. 
And  facrific'd  the  gods  witli  their  own  wood  : 
He  vanquifh'd  thus  the  proud  we.ak  powers  of  hell;  565 
Before  him  next  their  doating  fervants  fell : 

So  huge  an  hoft  of  Zerah's  men  he  flew,  n 

As  made  ev'n  that  Arabia  Defert  too. 

Why  fear'd  he  then  the  perjur'd  Baafha's  fight  ? 

Or  bought  the  dangerous  aid  of  Syrians'  might  ?   570 

Conqueft,  Heaven's  gift,  cannot  by  man  be  fold; 

Alas !  what  weaknefs  trufts  he  ?  Man  and  gold. 
Next  Jofaphat  pofl"efs'd  the  royal  ftate 

(An  happy  prince,  well  worthy  of  his  fate) ; 

His  oft  oblations,  on  God's  altar  made,  575 

With  thoufand  flocks  and  thoufand  herds  are  paid, 

Arabian  tribute  !  What  mad  troops  are  thofe, 

Thofe  mighty  troops  that  dare  to  be  his  foes ! 

He  prays  them  dead :  with  mutual  wounds  they  fall ; 

One  fury  brought,  one  fury  flays,  them  all.  580 

Thus  fits  he  flill,  and  fees  himfelf  to  win ; 

Never  o'ercome  but  by  's  friend  Ahab's  fin; 

On  whofe  difguifc  Fates  then  did  only  look ; 

And  had  alnioll  their  God's  command  miflook: 

Him 
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Him  from  whofe  danger  Heaven  fecurely  brings,  5  85 
And  for  his  fake  two  ripely  wicked  kings. 
Their  armies  languifh,  burnt  with  thirft  at  Seir ; 
Sighs  all  their  cold,  tears  all  their  moifture,  there ; 
They  fix  their  greedy  eyes  on  th'  empty  flcy. 
And  fancy  clouds,  and  fo  become  more  dry:  550 

Elifha  calls  for  waters  from  afar 
To  come;  Elifha  calls,  and  here  they  are : 
In  helmets  they  quatF  round  the  welcome  flood ; 
And  the  decreafe  repair  with  Moab's  blood. 
Jehoram  next,  and  Ochoziah,  throng  ^gr 

For  Judah's  fceptre;  both  Ihort-liv'd  too  long. 
A  Woman  too  from  murther  title  claims ; 
Both  with  her  fins  and  fex  the  crown  (he  Ihames  1 
Proud,  curfed  woman  !  but  her  fall,  at  laft. 
To  doubting  men  clears  Heaven  for  what  was  pall.  600 
Joas  at  firft  does  bright  and  glorious  fhow ; 
In  life's  frefli  morn  his  fame  did  early  crow; 
Fair  was  the  promile  of  his  dawning  ray. 
But  Prophets'  angry  blood  o'ercaft  his  day; 
From  thence  his  clouds,  from  thence  his  ilorms,  begin  ; 
It  cries  aloud,  and  twice  lets  Aram  in. 
So  Amaziah  lives,  fo  ends  his  reign ; 
Both  by  their  traiterous  fervants  juftly  flain. 
Edom  at  firft  dreads  his  vidlorious  hand. 
Before  him  thoufand  captives  trembling  ftand;       610 
Down  a  deep  precipice,  down  he  cafts  them  all. 
The  mimic  ihapes  in  feveral  poftures  fall : 
But  then  (mad  fool !)  he  docs  thofe  gods  adore 
Which,  when  pluck'd  down,  had  worlhip'd  him  before  i 

Thus 
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Thus  all  his  life  to  come  is  lofs  and  fliamc ;  615 

No  help  from  gods,  who  themfelves  help'd  not,  came. 

All  this  Uzzjah's  ftrength  and  wit  repairs. 
Leaving  a  well-built  greatnefs  to  Ms  heirs ; 
Till  leprous  fcurf,  o'er  his  whole  body  call. 
Takes  him  at  firft  from  men,  from  earth  at  lafL     620 
As  virtuous  was  his  fon,  and  happier  far ; 
Buildings  his  peace,  and  trophies  grac'd  his  war. 
But  Achaz  heaps  up  fms,  as  if  he  meant 
To  make  his  worft  forefathers  innocent : 
He  burns  his  fon  at  Hinnom,  whilft  around  625 

The  roaring  child  drums  and  loud  trumpets  found ; 
This  to  the  boy  a  barbarous  mercy  grew. 
And  fnatch'd  him  from  all  miferies  to  enfue. 
Here  Peca  comes,  and  hundred  thoufands  fall ; 
Here  Refm  marches  up,  and  fweeps  up  all;  630 

Till,  like  a  fea,  the  great  Belochus'  fon 
Breaks  upon  both,  and  both  does  over-run ; 
The  lall  of  Adad's  ancient  flock  is  (lain, 
Ifrael  captiv'd,  and  rich  Damafcus  ta'en : 
All  this  wild  rage  to  revenge  Judah's  wrong;        635 
But  woe  to  kingdoms  that  have  friends  too  (Irong  ! 

Thus  Hezekiah  the  torn  empire  took. 
And  Aflur's  king,  with  his  worfe  gods,  forfook ; 
Who  to  poor  Judah  worlds  of  nations  brings. 
There  rages,  utters  vain  and  mighty  things;  640 

Some  dream  of  triumphs,  and  exalted  names. 
Some  of  dear  gold,  and  fome  of  beauteous  dames; 
Whilll,  in  the  midft  of  their  huge  ilcepy  boaft. 
An  angel  fcatters  death  through  all  the  hoft. 

3  Th' 
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Th'  affrighted  tyrant  back  to  Babel  hiesi  645 

There  meets  an  end  far  vvorfe  than  that  he  flies. 

Here  Hezekiah's  life  is  almoft  done  ! 

So  good,  and  yet,  alas !  fo  Ihort,  'tis  fpun : 

Th'  end  of  the  line  was  ravel'd,  weak,  and  old; 

Time  muil  go  back,  and  afford  better  hold  650 

To  tie  a  new  thread  to'  it,  of  fifteen  years : 

'Tis  done;  th'  all-mighty  power  of  prayer  and  tears  ! 

Backward  the  fun,  an  unknown  motion,  went; 

The  liars  gaz'd  on,  and  wonder'd  what  he  meant. 

Manafles  next  (forgetful  man  !)  begins;  655 

Enflav'd  and  fold  to  Afhur  by  his  fms; 

Till,  by  the  rod  of  learned  mifery  taught. 

Home  to  liis  Go4and  country  both  he  's  brought: 

It  taught  not  Ammon,  nor  his  hardnefs  brake ; 

He  's  made  th'  example  he  refus'd  to  take.  660 

Yet  from  this  root  a  goodly  cyon  fprings; 
Jofiah,  befl  of  men,  as  well  as  kings. 
Down  went  the  calves,  with  all  their  gold  and  cofl: ; 
The  prieft  then  truly  griev'd  Ofiris  loft; 
Thefe  mad  Egyptian  rites  till  now  remain'd ;         665 
Fools  1  they  their  worfer  thraldom  Hill  retain'd  ! 
In  his  own  fires  Moloch  to  afhes  fell. 
And  no  more  flames  muft  have  befides  his  hell ; 
Like  end  Aftarte's  horned  image  found. 
And  Baal's  fpired  (lone  to  duft  was  ground :  670 

No  more  were  men  in  female  habit  feen. 
Nor  they  in  men's,  by  the  lewd  Syrian  queen: 
No  luftful  maids  at  Benos'  temple  fit. 
And,  with  their  bodies'  ihame,  tlieir  marriage  get: 

The 
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The  double  Dagon  neither  nature  faves,  67  c' 

Nor  flies  flie  back  to  th'  Erythraean  waves. 

The  travelling  fun  fees  gladly  from  on  high 

His  chariots  burn,  and  Nergal  quenched  lie; 

The  king's  impartial  anger  lights  on  all. 

From  fly-blown  Accaron  to  the  thundering  Baal.   680 

Here  David's  joy  unruly  grows,  and  bold. 

Nor  could  fleep's  filken  chain  its  violence  hold. 

Had  not  the  Angel,  to  feal  fall  his  eyes. 

The  humours  ftirr'd,  and  bade  more  mifts  arife: 

When  ftrait  a  chariot  hurries  fwift  away,  685 

And  in  it  good  Jofiah  bleeding  lay  ; 

One  hand  's  held  up,  one  flops  the  wound ;  in  vain 

They  both  are  us'd :  alas !  he  's  flain,  he 's  flain. 

Jehoias  and  Jehoi'chim  next  appear; 
Both  urge  that  vengeance  which  before  was  near :  690 
He  in  Egyptian  fetters  captive  dies. 
This  by  more  courteous  anger  murder'd  lies. 
His  fon  and  brother  next  do  bonds  fullain, 
Ifrael's  now  folemn  and  imperial  chain. 
Here  's  the  lafl  fcene  of  this  proud  city's  flate  ;      695 
All  ills  are  met  ty'd  in  one  knot  of  Fate. 
Their  endlefs  flavery  in  this  trial  lay ; 
Great  God  had  heap'd-up  ages  in  one  day  : 
Strong  works  around  the  wall  the  Chaldees  build. 
The  town  with  grief  and  dreadful  bufmefs  fill'd  ;   700 
To  their  carv'd  gods  the  frantic  women  pray, 
Gods,  which  as  near  their  ruin  were  as  they. 
At  laft  in  rufhes  the  prevailing  foe. 
Does  all  the  mifcluef  of  proud  conqueft  fliow: 

The 
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The  wondring  babes  from  mothers'  breafts  are  rent. 

And  fufFer  ills  they  neither  fear'd  nor  meant; 

No  filver  reverence  guards  the  Hooping  age. 

No  rule  or  method  ties  their  boundlefs  rage; 

The  glorious  temple  (hines  in  flame  all  o'er. 

Yet  not  fo  bright  as  in  its  gold  before  :  yiCi 

Nothing  but  fire  or  flaughter  meets  the  eyes ; 

Nothing  the  ear  but  groans  and  difmal  cries. 

The  walls  and  towers  are  level'd  with  the  ground. 

And  fcarce  aught  now  of  that  vaft  city  's  found 

But  fhards  and  rubbiih,  which  weak  figns  might  keep 

Of  forepart  glory,  and  bid  travellers  weep. 

Thus  did  triumphant  Aflur  homewards  pafs. 

And  thus  Jerufalem  left,  Jerufalem  that  was ! 

This  Zedechiah  faw,  and  this  not  all ; 
Before  his  face  his  friends  and  children  fall,  720 

The  fport  of  infolent  viftors ;  this  he  views, 
A  king  and  father  once  !  ill  Fate  could  ufe 
His  eyes  no  more  to  do  their  mailer  fpite ; 
All  to  be  feen  fhe  took,  and  next  his  fight. 
Thus  a  long  death  in  prifon  he  outwears ;  725 

Bereft  of  grief's  laft  folace,  ev'n  his  tears. 

Then  Jeconiah's  fon  did  foremoll  come. 
And  he  who  brought  the  captiv'd  nation  home : 
A  row  of  worthies  in  long  order  pafs'd 
O'er  the  fliort  ftage  ;  of  all  old  Jofeph  laft.  730 

Fair  angels  pafs'd  by  next  in  feemly  bands. 
All  gilt,  with  gilded  bafkets  in  their  hands : 
Some,  as  they  went,  the  blue-ey'd  violets  ftrew. 
Some,  fpotlefs  lilici  in  look  order  threw  ; 

Some 
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Some  did  the  way  with  full-blown  rofes  fpread,     73 r 
Their  fmell  divine,  and  colour  ftrangely  red ; 
Not  fuch  as  our  dull  gardens  proudly  wear. 
Whom  weathers  taint,  and  winds'  rude  kiffes  tear: 
Such,  1  believe,  was  the  firft  rofe's  hue. 
Which  at  God's  word  in  beauteous  Eden  grew  ;    740 
Queen  of  the  flowers  which  made  that  orchard  gay  ! 
The  morning  blufhes  of  tjie  fpring's  new  day. 

With  fober  pace  an  heavenly  maid  walks  in. 
Her  looks  all  fair ;  no  iign  of  native  fin 
Through  her  whole  body  writ ;  immoderate  grace  745 
Spoke  things  far  more  than  human  in  her  face : 
It  calls  a  dufky  gloom  o'er  all  the  flowers ; 
And  with  full  beams  their  mingled  light  devours  ! 
An  Angel  Itrait  broke  from  a  fliining  cloud. 
And  prefs'd  his  wings,  and  with  much  reverence  bow'd; 
Again  he  bow  d,  and  grave  approach  he  made. 
And  thus  his  facred  meflage  fwcetly  faid: 

"  Hail,  full  of  Grace  !  thee  the  whole  world  ftiall  call 
"  Above  all  bleft;  Thee,  who  fhak  blefs  them  all. 
"  Thy  virgin  womb  in  wondrous  fort  Ihall  ihroud     755 
"  Jefus  the  God  (and  then  again  he  bow'd)  ; 
*'  Conception  the  great  Spirit  fhall  breathe  on  thee ; 
"Hail  thou  !  who  mud  God's  wife,  God's  mother,  be  !" 
With  that,  his  feeming  form  to  heaven  he  rear'd ; 
She  low  obeifance  made,  and  difappear'd.  760 

Lo  !  a  new  ftar  three  eailsrn  fages  fee 
(For  why  fhould  only  earth  a  gainer  be  .') 
They  faw  tliis  Phofphor's  infant-light,  and  knew 
It  bravely  ulher'd  in  a  Sun  as  new : 

They 
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They  hafted  all  this  Rifing  Sun  t'  adore;  765 

With  them  rich  myrrh  and  early  fpices  bore : 
Wife  men  !  no  fitter  gift  your  zeal  could  bring ; 
You  '11  in  a  noifome  ftable  find  your  King. 
Anon  a  thoufand  devils  run  roaring  in ; 
Some  with  a  dreadful  fmile  deform'dly  grin;  770 

Some  ftamp  their  cloven  paws,  fome  frown,  and  tear 
The  gaping  fnakes  from  their  black-knotted  hair; 
As  if  all  grief,  and  all  the  rage  of  hell. 
Were  doubled  now,  or  that  juft  now  they  fell : 
But,  when  the  dreaded  maid  they  entering  faw,     775 
All  fled  with  trembling  fear  and  fUent  awe. 
In  her  chafle  arms  th'  eternal  infant  lies, 
Th'  Almighty  voice  chang'd  into  feeble  cries. 
Heaven  contain'd  virgins  oft,  and  will  do  more; 
Never  did  viigin  contain  Heaven  before.  780 

Angels  peep  round  to  view  this  myftic  thing. 
And  Halleluiah  round,  all  Halleluiah  fing. 
No  longer  could  good  David  quiet  bear 
Th'  unwieldy  pleafure  which  o'erflow'd  him  here  : 
It  broke  the  fetters,  and  burft  ope  his  eye;  785 

Away  the  timorous  forms  together  fly : 
Fix'd  with  amaze  he  flood ;  and  time  muft  take. 
To  learn  if  yet  he  were  at  laft  awake. 
Sometimes  he  thinks  that  Heaven  this  viHon  fent. 
And  order' J  all  the  pageants  as  they  went ;  790 

Sometimes,  that  only  'twas  wild  Phanfy's  play. 
The  loofe  and  fcatter'd  relics  of  the  day. 

When  Gabriel  (no  bleft  fpirit  more  kind  or  fair) 
Bodies  and  clothes  himfelf  with  thicken'd  air ; 

AU 
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All  like  a  comely  youth  in  life's  frefh  bloom  ;        795 

Rare  workmanfhip,  and  wrought  by  heavenly  loom  1 

He  took  for  fkin  a  cloud  moft  foft  and  bright. 

That  ere  the  mid-day  fun  pierc'd  through  with  light; 

Upon  his  cheeks  a  lively  blulh  he  fpread, 

Wafh'd  from  the  morning  beauties'  deepeft  red;    800 

An  harmlefs  flaming  meteor  flione  for  hair. 

And  fell  adown  his  fhoulders  with  loofe  care ; 

He  cuts  out  a  filk  mantle  from  the  fkics. 

Where  the  moft  fpritely  azure  pleas 'd  the  eyes ; 

This  he  with  ftarry  vapours  fpangles  all,  805 

Took  in  their  prime,  ere  they  grow  ripe  and  fall : 

Of  a  new  rainbow,  ere  it  fret  or  fade. 

The  choiceft  piece  took  out,  a  fcarf  is  made  : 

Small  ftreaming  clouds  he  does  for  wings  difplay. 

Not  virtuous  lovers'  fighs  more  foft  than  they;       810 

Thefe  he  gilds  o'er  with  the  fun's  richeft  rays. 

Caught  gliding  o'er  pure  ftreams  on  which  he  plays. 

Thus  dreft,  the  joyful  Gabriel  pofts  away. 
And  carries  with  him  his  own  glorious  day. 
Through  the  thick  woods  :  the  gloomy  (hades  awhile 
Put  on  frefh  looks,  and  wonder  why  they  fmile ; 
The  trembling  ferpents  clofe  and  filent  lie ; 
The  birds  obfcene  far  from  his  paflage  fly ; 
A  fudden  fpring  waits  on  him  as  he  goes. 
Sudden  as  that  which  by  creation  rofe :  820 

Thus  he  appears  to  David  ;  at  firft  fight 
All  earth-bred  fears  and  forrovvs  take  their  flight. 
In  ruflies  joy  divine,  and  hope,  and  reft; 
A  facreJ  calm  (hines  through  his  peaceful  breaft. 

«  Hail, 
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"  Hail,  man  belov'd  !  from  highefl  heaven,"  faid  he ; 

"  My  mighty  mafter  fends  thee  health  by  me. 

"  The  things  thou  faw'll:  are  full  of  truth  and  light, 

"  Shap'd  in  the  glafs  of  the  divine  forefight : 

"  Ev'n  now  old  Time  is  harneffing  the  years 

*♦  To  go  in  order  thus.     Hence,  empty  fears  !        830 

"  Thy  fate  's  all  white ;  from  thy  bleft  feed  fhall  fpring 

"  The  promis'd  Shilo,  the  great  myftic  King: 

"  Round  the  whole  earth  his  dreaded  name  Ihall  found, 

"  And  reach  to  worlds  that  muft  not  yet  be  found : 

"  The  Southern  clime  him  her  fole  lord  {hall  ftyle,  835 

"  Him  all  the  North,  ev'n  Albion's  ftubborn  ifle, 

"  My  fcllow-fervant,  credit  what  I  tell." 

Strait  into  (hapelefs  air  unfcen  he  fell. 
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David's  flight  to  Nob,  and  entertainment  there  by  the 
High  Prieft;  from  thence  to  Gath  in  difguife,  where 
he  is  difcovered  and  brought  to  Achis :  he  counter- 
feits himfelf  mad,  and  efcapes  to  Adullam.  A  fhort 
enumeration  of  the  forces  which  come  thither  to  him. 
A  dcfcription  of  the  kingdom  of  Moab,  whither  Da- 
vid flies ;  his  entertairmient  at  Moab's  court:  a  di- 
greffion  of  the  hiftory  of  Lot,  father  of  the  Moabites, 
reprefented  in  pidlure.  Melchor's  fong  at  the  feafl. 
Moab  defires  Joab  to  relate  the  (lory  of  David; 
which  he  does :  his  extradtion ;  his  excellency  in 
poefy,  and  the  efFefts  of  it  in  curing  Saul's  malady. 
The  Philiftines'  army  encamped  at  Dammin ;  the 
defcription  of  Goliah  and  his  arms ;  his  challenge  to 
the  Ifraelites :  David's  coming  to  the  camp ;  his  fpeech 
to  Saul,  to  defire  leave  to  fight  with  Goliah :  feveral 
fpceches  upon  that  occafion.  The  combat  and  ilaughter 
of  Goliah,  with  the  defeat  of  the  Philiftines'  army. 
Saul's  envy  to  David.  The  characters  of  Merab 
and  Michal.  The  Jove  between  David  and  Michal : 
his  fong  at  her  window ;  his  expedition  againft  the 
Philiftines,  and  the  dowry  of  two  hundred  forefkins 
for  Michal,  with  whom  he  is  married.  The  folem- 
nities  of  the  wedding.  Saul's  relapfe,  and  the  caufes 
of  David's  flight  into  the  kingdom  of  Moab. 
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Ais'd  with  the  news  he  from  high  Heaven  receives. 
Strait  to  his  diligent  God  juft  thanks  he  gives ; 
To  divine  Nobe  direfts  then  his  flight, 
A  fmall  town,  great  in  fame,  by  Levi's  right ; 
Is  there,  with  fpritely  wines  and  hallow'd  bread,        5 
(But  what  's  to  hunger  hallow'd  ?)  largely  fed. 
The  good  old  prieft  welcomes  his  fatal  gueft. 
And  with  long  talk  prolongs  the  hally  feaft  : 
He  lends  him  vain  Goliah's  facred  fword 
(The  fitteft  help  juft  Fortune  could  afford) ;  10 

A  fword  whofe  weight  without  a  blow  might  flay. 
Able  unblunted  to  cut  holb  away  ; 
A  fword  fo  great,  that  it  was  only  fit 
To  take-off  his  great  head  who  came  v/ith  it. 
Thus  he  arms  David :  "  I  your  own  reftore,  1 5 

"  Take  it,"  laid  he,  "and  ufe  it  as  before; 
"  I  faw  you  then,  and  'twas  the  braveft  fight 
"  That  ere  thcfe  eyes  ow'd  the  difcovering  light : 
"  When  you  llep'd  forth,  how  did  the  monfter  rage, 
"  In  fcorn  of  your  foft  looks  and  tender  age  1  20 

"  Some  your  high  fpirit  did  mad  prelumption  call, 
"  Some  pitied  that  fuch  youth  fhould  idly  fall ; 
"  Th'  uncircumcis'd  fmil  d  grimly  with  difdain  ; 
"  I  knew  the  day  was  yours :  1  faw  it  plain." 

R  3  Much 
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Much  more  the  reverend  fire  prepar'd  to  fay  2j 

(Rapt  with  his  joy) ;  how  the  two  armies  lay  ; 

Which  way  th'  amazed  foe  did  wildly  flee. 

All  that  his  hearer  better  knew  than  he  : 

But  David's  haftc  denies  all  needlefs  ftay; 

To  Gath,  an  enemy's  land,  he  hafles  away  :  30 

Not  there  fecure  ;  but,  where  one  danger  's  near. 

The  more  remote,  though  greater,  difappear : — 

So,  from  the  hawk,  birds  to  man's  fuccour  flee ; 

So,  from  fir'd  fhips,  man  leaps  into  the  lea. — 

There  in  difguife  he  hopes  unknown  t'  abide;  35 

Alas  !  in  vain  !  what  can  fuch  greatnefs  hide  ? 

Stones  of  fmall  worth  may  lie  unfeen  by  day, 

J?ut  night  itfelf  does  the  rich  gem  betray. 

Tagal  rirft  fpy'd  him,  a  Philiftian  knight. 

Who  erfl:  from  David's  wrath  by  fliameful  flight      40 

Had  fav'd  the  fordid  remnant  of  his  age  ; 

Hence  the  deep  fore  of  envy  mix'd  with  rage. 

Strait,  with  a  band  of  foldicrs  tall  and  rough. 

Trembling — for  fcarce  he  thought  that  band  enough — 

On  him  he  feizes ;  whom  they  all  had  fear'd,  45 

Had  the  bold  youth  in  his  own  fliape  appear'd. 

And  now  this  wilh'd-for,  but  yet  dreadful,  prey 

To  Achis'  court  they  led  in  haile  away. 

With  all  unmanly  rudcnefs  which  does  wait 

Upon  th'  immoderate  vulgar's  joy  and  hate.  50 

His  valour  now  and  flrcngth  mufl:  ufelefs  lie. 

And  he  himfclf  mufi:  arts  unufual  try  : 

Sometimes  he  rends  his  garments,  nor  does  fpare 

The  goodly  curls  of  his  rich  yellow  liair; 

Sometimes 
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Sometimes  a  violent  laughter  fcrew'd  his  face,  55 

And  fomeUmes  ready  tears  drop'd  down  apace ; 

Sometimes  he  fix'd  his  flaring  eyes  on  ground. 

And  fometimes  in  wild  manner  hurl'd  them  round. 

More  full  revenge  Philiftians  could  not  wifh : 

But  call  't  the  jufllce  of  their  mighty  Fifli.  60 

They  now  in  height  of  anger  let  him  live ; 

And  freedom  too,  t'  encreafe  his  fcorn,  they  give; 

He,  by  wife  madnefs  freed,  does  homeward  flee. 

And  rage  makes  them  all  that  he  feem'd  to  be. 

Near  to  Adullam,  in  an  aged  wood,  65 

An  hill,  part  earth,  part  rocky  ftone,  there  flood. 
Hollow  and  vaft  within,  which  Nature  wrought. 
As  if  by'  her  fcholar  Art  flie  had  been  taught. 
Hither  young  David  with  his  kindred  came. 
Servants  and  friends  ;  many  his  fpreading  fame,      7^ 
Many  their  wants  or  difcontents,  did  call : 
Great  men  in  war,  and  almoft  armies,  all ! 
Hither  came  wife  and  valiant  Joab  down 
(One  to  whom  David's  felf  mufl  owe  his  crown) ; 
A  mighty  man,  had  not  fome  cunning  fln,  75 

Amidrt  fo  many  virtues  crowded  in. 
With  him  Abilhai  came,  by  whom  there  fell 
At  once  three  hundred  :  with  him  Afahel; 
Afahel,  fvvifter  than  the  northern  wind ; 
Scarce  could  the  nimble  motions  of  his  mind  80 

Outgo  his  feet;  fo  ftrangely  would  he  run. 
That  time  itfelf  perceiv'd  not  what  was  done : 
Oft  o'er  the  lawns  and  meadows  would  he  pafs. 
His  weight  unloiown,  and  harmlefs  to  the  grafs ; 

R  4  Oft 
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Oft  o'er  the  fands  and  hollow  duft  would  trace,        R^ 
Yet  no  one  atom  trouble  or  difplace. 
Unhappy  youth !  whofe  end  fo  near  I  fee  ! 
There  's  nought  but  thy  ill  fate  fo  fwift  as  thee. 

Hither  Jeffides'  wrongs  Benaiah  drew. 
He  who  the  vaft  exceeding  monfter  flew ;  90 

Th'  Egyptian  like  an  hill  himfelf  did  rear. 
Like  fome  tall  tree  upon  it  feem'd  his  fpear; 
But  by  Benaiah 's  Itaff  he  fell,  o'erthrown  ; 
The  earth,  as  if  worfl  ftrook,  did  loudelt  groan. 
Such  was  Benaiah  :  in  a  narrow  pit  9^ 

He  faw  a  lion,  and  leapt  down  to  it ; 
As  eafily  there  the  royal  bead  he  tore. 
As  that  itfelf  did  kids  or  lambs  before. 
Him  Ira  follow 'd,  a  young  lovely  boy, 
But  full  of  fpirit,  and  arms  was  all  his  joy  ;  ico 

Ofti  when  a  child,  he  in  his  dream  would  fight 
With  the  vain  air,  and  his  wak'd  mother  fright ; 
Oft  would  he  Ihoot  young  birds,  and,  as  they  fall. 
Would  laugh,  and  fancy  them  Philiflians  all: 
And  now  at  home  no  longer  would  he  flay,  IC5 

Though  yet  the  face  did  fcarce  his  fcx  betray. 
Dodos'  great  fon  came  next,  whofe  dreadful  hand 
Snatch'd  ripcn'd  glories  from  a  conquering  band; 
Who  knows  not  Dammin,  and  that  barley-field. 
Which  did  a  ftrange  and  bloody  harvefl;  yield  ?        no 
Many  befides  did  tiiis  new  troop  cncrcafe;  — 
Adan,  whofe  wants  made  him  unfit  for  peace ; 
ElicK  whole  full  quix'cr  did  alvvayi  bear 
As  many  deaths  as  in  it  arrows  were ; 

None 
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None  from  his  hand  did  vain  or  innocent  flee,         1 1 5 

Scarce  Love  or  Fate  could  aim  fo  well  as  he. 

Many  of  Judah  took  wrong'd  David's  fide. 

And  many  of  old  Jacob's  youngeft  tribe; 

But  his  chief  ftrength  the  Gathite  foldiers  are. 

Each  iingle  man  able  t'  o'ercome  a  war  !  120 

Swift  as  the  darts  they  flmg  through  yielding  air. 

And  hardy  all  as  the  ftrong  iteel  they  bear : 

A  lion's  noble  rage  Hts  in  their  face. 

Terribly  comely,  arm'd  with  dreadful  grace  ! 

Th'undaunted  Prince,  though  thus  well-guarded  here. 
Yet  his  ftout  foul  durft  for  his  parents  fear; 
He  feeks  for  them  a  fafe  and  quiet  feat. 
Nor  trufts  his  fortune  with  a  pledge  fo  great. 
So,  when  in  hoftile  fire  rich  Afia's  pride 
For  ten  years'  fiege  had  fully  fatisfy'd,  ijo 

JEnszs  ftole  an  aft  of  higher  fame. 
And  bore  Anchifcs  through  the  wondering  flame ; 
A  nobler  burden,  and  a  richer  prey. 
Than  all  the  Grecian  forces  bore  away  ! 
Go,  pious  Prince  !  in  peace,  in  triumph  go;  13c 

Enjoy  the  conquell  of  thine  overthrow ; 
To  have  fav'd  thy  Troy  would  far  lefs  glorious  be ; 
By  this  thou  overcom'fl  their  viftory. 
Moab  next  Judah,  an  old  kingdom,  lies ; 
Jordan  their  touch,  and  his  curs'd  fea  denies:         140 
They  fee  North-ftars  from  o'er  Amoreus'  ground, 
Edom  and  Petra  their  South  part  does  bound : 
Eaftvvards  the  lands  of  Cuftiand  Ammon  lie. 
The  morning's  happy  beams  they  firft  elpy; 

The 
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The  region  with  fat  foil  and  plenty's  bleft,  145 

A  foil  too  good  to  be  of  old  poffeft 

By  nrtonllrous  Emins ;  but  Lot's  offspring  came. 

And  conquer'd  both  the  people  and  tlie  name ; 

Till  Seon  drave  them  beyond  Arnon's  flood, 

And  their  fad  bounds  mark'd  deep  in  their  own  blood. 

In  Hefbon,  his  triumphant  court  he  plac'd, 

Hefbon,  by  Men  and  Nature  ftrangcly  grac'd ; 

A  glorious  town,  and  fill'd  with  all  delight 

Which  peace  could  yield,  though  well  prcpar'd  for 

fight. 
But  this  proud  city,  and  her  prouder  lord,  155 

Felt  the  keen  rage  of  Ifrael's  facred  fword ; 
Whilfl:  Moab  triumph'd  in  her  torn  eflate. 
To  fee  her  own  become  her  conqueror's  fate  : 
Yet  that  fmall  remnant  of  Lot's  parted  crown 
Did,  arm'd  with  Ifrael's  fins,  pluck  Ifrael  down  :     160 
Full  thrice  fi."  years  they  felt  fierce  Eglon's  yoke. 
Till  Ehud's  fword  God's  vengeful  melTage  fpoke; 
Since  then  their  kings  in  quiet  held  their  own. 
Quiet,  the  good  of  a  not-envy'd  throne  ! 
And  now  a  wife  old  prince  the  fceptre  fway'd,        165 
Well  by  his  fubjeds  and  himfelf  obcy'd ; 
Only  before  his  father's  gods  he  fell ; 
Poor  wretched  man  !  almoil  too  good  for  hell  ! 
Hither  does  David  his  blcll  parents  bring ; 
With  humble  greatnefs  begs  of  Moab's  king  170 

A  fafe  and  fair  abode,  where  they  might  live. 
Free  from  thofe  ftorms  with  which  himfelf  mufi  firive. 
4.  l^hc 
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Tlie  king  with  chearful  grace  his  fuit  approv'd. 
By  hate  to  Saul,  and  love  to  Virtue,  mov'd. 
*'  Welcome,  great  Knight,  and  your  fair  Troop,"  faid 
he,  175 

"  Your  name  found  welcome  long  before  with  mc  ; 
*'  That  to  rich  Ophir's  rifmg  morn  is  known, 
"  And  flretch'd-out  far  to  the  burnt  fwarthy  zone ; 
"  Swift  Fame,  when  her  round  journey  fhe  does  make, 
*'  Scorns  not  fometimes  us  in  her  way  to  take.        180 
"  Are  you  the  man  did  that  huge  giant  kill, 
"  Great  Baal  of  Phegor  ?  and  how  young  he  's  flill  t 
"  From  Ruth  we  heard  you  came;  Ruth  was  born  here, 
*'  In  Judah  fojourn'd,  and  (they  fay)  match'd  there 
"  To  one  of  Bethlem;  which  I  hope  is  true  :  185 

"  Howe'er,  your  virtues  here  entitle  you: 
"  Thofe  have  the  beft  alliance  always  been; 
"  To  gods  as  well  as  men  they  make  us  kin." 

He  fpoke,  and  ftrait  led  in  his  thankful  guefts, 
T'  a  ftately  room  prepar'd  for  fhows  and  feaits;     190 
The  room  with  golden  tapeftry  gliftcr'd  bright. 
At  once  to  pleafe,  and  to  confound,  the  fight, 
Th'  excellent  work  of  Babylonian  hands  ! 
In  midft  a  table  of  rich  ivory  Hands, 
By  three  fierce  tigers,  and  three  lions  borne,  195 

Which  grin,  and  fearfully  the  place  adorn ; 
Widely  they  gape,  and  to  the  eye  they  roar. 
As  if  they  hunger'd  for  the  food  they  bore. 
About  it  beds  of  Libyan  citron  ftood, 
With  coverings  dy'd  in  Tyrlan  fillies'  blood  20a 

(They 
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(They  fay,  th'  Herculean  art) :  but  moft  delight 
Some  PiAures  gave  to  David's  learned  fight. 
Here  feveral  ways  Lot  and  great  Abram  go. 
Their  too-much  wealth  vaft  and  unkind  does  grow; 
Thus  each  extreme  to  equal  danger  tends,  205 

Plenty,  as  well  as  Want,  can  feparate  friends. 
Here  Sodom's  towers  raife  their  proud  tops  on  high 
(The  towers,  as  well  as  men,  outbrave  the  Iky) ; 
Ey  it  the  waves  of  reverend  Jordan  run. 
Here  green  with  trees,  there  gilded  with  the  fun;  210 
Hither  Lot's  houfehold  comes,  a  numerous  train, 
And  all  with  various  bufinefs  fill  the  plain : 
Some  drive  the  crowding  fheep  with  rural  hooks; 
They  lift  up  their  mild  heads,  and  bleat  in  looks : 
Some  drive  the  herds;  here  a  fierce  bullock  fcorns  215 
Th'  appointed  way,  and  runs  with  threatening  horns  ; 
In  vain  the  herdraan  calls  him  back  again  ; 
The  dogs  {land  oft'  afar,  and  bark  in  vain : 
Some  lead  the  groaning  waggons,  loaded  high 
With  ftufi^,  on  top  of  which  the  maidens  lie  :  220 

Upon  tall  camels  the  fair  fillers  ride. 
And  Lot  talks  with  them  both  on  either  fide. 
Another  picture  to  curll:  Sodom  brings 
Elam's  proud  lord,  with  his  three  fervant. kings; 
They  fack  the  town,  and  bear  Lot  bound  away;    225 
Whiiit  in  a  pit  the  vanquilh'd  Bera  lay. 
Buried  almoll  alive,  for  fear  of  death; 
But  Heaven's  juil  vengeance  fav'd  as  yet  his  breath  : 
Abraham  purfues,  and  fiays  the  vidtor's  huft. 
Scarce  had  tlieir  conqueil  leifure  for  a  boalt.  230 

Next 
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Next  this  was  drawn  the  recklefs  city's  flame. 

When  a  ftrange  hell  pour'd  down  from  heaven  there 

came. 
Here  the  two  angels  from  Lot's  window  look 
With  fmiling  anger ;  the  lewd  wretches,  ftrook 
With  fudden  blindnefs,  feek  in  vain  the  door;         23c 
Their  eyes,  firft  caufe  of  luft,  firft  vengeance  bore. 
Through  liquid  air  Heaven's  bufy  foldiers  fly. 
And  drive-on  clouds  where  feeds  of  thunder  lie  : 
Here  the  fad  fky  glows  red  with  difmal  ftreaks. 
Here  lightning  from  it  with  fliort  trembling  breaks; 
Here  the  blue  flames  of  fcalding  brimflione  fall. 
Involving  fwiftly  in  one  ruin  all : 
The  fire  of  trees  and  houfes  mounts  on  high. 
And  meets  half-way  new  fires  that  fliower  from  fky. 
Some  in  their  arms  fnatch  their  dear  babes  away ;  245 
At  once  drop  down  the  fathers'  arms  and  they  : 
Some  into  waters  leap  with  kindled  hair. 
And,  more  to  vex  their  fate,  are  burnt  ev'n  there. 
Men  thought  (fo  m  ich  a  flame  by  art  was  fliown) 
The  pi6lure's  felf  would  fall  in  afnes  down.  250 

Afar  old  Lot  toward  little  Zcar  hies. 
And  dares  not  move  (good  man  !)  his  weeping  eyes ; 
Behind  his  wife  Hood,  ever  fix'd  alone ; 
No  more  a  woman,  not  yet  quite  a  ftone  : 
A  lading  death  feiz'd  on  her  turning  head;  255 

One  cheek  was  rough  and  white,  the  other  red. 
And  yet  a  cheek :  in  vain  to  fpeak  fhe  ftrove ; 
Her  lips,  though  ftonf,  a  little  fccm'd  to  move ; 

One 
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One  eye  was  clos'd,  furpriz'd  by  fuddcn  night. 

The  other  trembled  11111  with  parting  light:  260 

The  wind  admir'd,  which  her  hair  loofely  bore. 

Why  it  grew  ftifi",  and  now  would  play  no  more  : 

To  heaven  ftie  lifted  up  her  freezing  hands, 

A-nd  to  this  day  a  fuppliant  pillar  Hands  : 

She  tjy'd  her  heavy  foot  from  ground  to  rear,       265 

And  rais'd  the  heel,  but  her  toes  rooted  there: 

Ah,  foolilh  woman  !  who  muft  always  be 

A  fight  more  ftrange  than  that  Ihe  turn'd  to  fee  ! 

Whilil;  David  fed  with  thefe  his  curious  eye. 
The  feaft  is  now  ferv'd-in,  and  down  they  lie.        27c 
Moab  a  goblet  takes  of  maffy  gold. 
Which  Zippor,  and  from  Zippor  all  of  old 
Quaff 'd  to  their  gods  and  friends :  an  health  goes  round 
In  the  brifk  grape  of  Arnon's  richeft  ground. 
Whilll  Melchor  to  his  harp  with  wondrous  fkill       275 
(For  fuch  were  poets  then,  and  fliould  be  ftill) 
His  noble  verfe  through  Nature's  fecrets  led : 
He  fung  what  fpirit  through  the  whole  mafs  is  fpread, 
Every-v/here  All ;  how  heavens  God's  law  approve. 
And  think  it  reft  eternally  to  move  ;  280 

How  the  kind  fun  ufefully  comes  and  goes. 
Wants  it  himfelf,  yet  gives  to  man  repofe  ; 
How  his  round  journey  does  for  ever  laft. 
And  how  lie  baits  at  every  fea  in  hafle : 
He  fung  how  earth  blots  the  moon's  gilded  wane,  285 
Whilft  foolilh  men  beat  founding  brafs  in  vain ; 
Why  the  great  waters  her  flight  horns  obey. 
Her  changing  horns,  not  conftanter  than  tliey : 

He 
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He  fung  how  griily  comets  hang  in  air ; 

Why  fword  and  plagues  attend  their  fatal  hair ;      Z50 

God's  beacons  for  the  world,  drawn  up  fo  far. 

To  publifli  ill,  and  raife  all  earth  to  war: 

Why  contraries  feed  thunder  in  the  cloud ; 

What  motions  vex' it,  till  it  roar  fo  loud: 

How  lambent  fires  become  fo  wondrous  tame,         295 

And  bear  fuch  fhining  winter  in  their  flame ; 

What  radiant  pencil  draws  the  watery  bow : 

What  ties  up  hail,  and  picks  the  fleecy  fnow  r 

What  palfy  of  the  earth  here  Ihakes  fix'd  hills 

From  off  her  brows,  and  here  whole  rivers  fpills.    300 

Thus  did  this  Heathen  Nature's  fecrets  tell. 

And  fometimes  mifs'd  the  Caufe,  but  fought  it  well. 

Such  was  the  fauce  of  Moab's  noble  feafl:. 
Till  night  far  fpent  invites  them  to  their  reft ; 
Only  the  good  old  Prince  ftays  Joab  there,  305 

And  much  he  tells,  and  much  delires  to  hear : 
He  tells  deeds  antique,  and  the  new  defires ; 
Of  David  much,  and  much  of  Saul,  enquires. 
"  Nay,  gentle  guell !"  faid  he  "  lince  now  you  're  in, 
*'  The  ftory  of  your  gallant  friend  begin;  310 

"  His  birth,  his  rifmg,  tell,  and  various  fate, 
"  And  how  he  flew  that  man  of  Gath  of  late, 
"  What  v.'as  he  call'd  ?  tliat  huge  and  monllrous  man  !  '* 
With  that  he  ftopp'd,  and  Joab  thus  began:  — 

"  His  birth,  great  Sir  !  fo  much  to  mine  is  ty'd,   3 1 5 
"  That  praife  of  that  might  look  from  rae  like  pride : 
"  Yet,  without  boaft^,  his  veins  contain  a  flood 
"  Of  th'  old  Judsean  lion's  richefl  blood. 

"  From 
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"  From  Judah  Pharez,  from  him  Efrom,  came, 

*'  Ram,  Naflion,  Salmon,  names  fpoke  loud  by  fame ; 

"  A  name  no  lels  ought  Boaz  to  appear, 

"  By  whofe  blcft  match  we  come  no  ftrangers  here : 

*'  From  him  and  your  fair  Ruth  good  Obed  fprung, 

*'  From  Obed  Jefle,  Jeire,\vhom  Fame's  kindeft  tongue, 

"  Counting  his  birth,  and  liigh  nobility,  fhall  325 

"  Not  Jefie  of  Obed,  but  of  David,  call, 

*'  David,  born  to  him  feventh ;  the  fix  births  paft 

"  Brave  trials  of  a  work  more  great  at  laft. 

**  Blefs  me  !  how  fwift  and  growing  was  his  wit ! 

"  The  wings  of  Time  flagg'd  dully  after  it.  330 

"  Scarce  paft  a  child,  all  wonders  would  he  fing 

"  Of  Nature's  law,  and  power  of  Nature's  king. 

"  His  fheep  would  fcorn  their  food  to  hear  his  lay, 

"  And  favage  beafts  Hand  by  as  tame  as  they ; 

"  The  fighting  winds  would  ftop  there,  and  admire, 

"  Learning  confcnt  and  concord  from  his  lyre ; 

"  Rivers,  whofe  waves  roll'd  down  aloud  before, 

"  Mute  as  their  fifti,  would  liften  towards  the  fhore. 

"  'Twas  now  the  time  when  firft  Saul  God  forfook, 
•'  God  Saul;  the  room  in  's  heart  wild  paiTions  took  : 
"  Sometimes  a  tyrant-Frenfy  revel'd  there, 
"  Sometimes  black  Sadnefs,  and  deep,  deep  Dcfpair. 
"  No  help  from  herbs,  or  learned  drugs  he  finds, 
"  They  cure  bat  fometime  bodies,  never  minds; 
"  Mufic  alone  thofe  Itorms  of  foul  could  lay;  345 

"  Not  more  Saul  them,  than  mufic  tliey,  obey. 
"  David  's  now  fent  for,  and  his  harp  muft  bring ; 
"  His  harp,  that  magic  bore  on  every  ilring: 

"  W];en 
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*'  When  Saul's  rude  paflions  did  moft  tumult  keep, 
"  With  his  foft  notes  they  all  dropp'd  down  afleep  :  350 
"  When  his  dull  fpirits  lay  drown'd  in  death  and  night, 
"  He  with  quick  llrains  rals'd  them  to  life  and  light. 
"  Thus  chear'd  he  Saul,  thus  did  his  fury  'fwage, 
"  Till  wars  began,  and  times  more  fit  for  rage. 
"  To  Helah  plain  Philiftian  troops  are  come,  355 

"  And  war's  loud  noife  ftrikes  peaceful  mufic  dumb. 
"  Back  to  his  rural  care  young  David  goes ; 
*'  For  this  rough  work  Saul  his  llout  brethren  chofe : 
"  He  knew  not  what  his  hand  in  war  could  do, 
"  Nor  thought  his  fword  could  cure  men's  madnefs  too- 
"  Now  Dammin  's  deftin'd  for  this  fcene  of  blood  j 
*'  On  two  near  hills  the  two  proud  armies  flood, 
"  Between,  a  fatal  valley  ftretch-out  wide, 
"  And  death  fccm'd  ready  now  on  either  fide; 
"  When  lo  !  their  hoft  rais'd  all  a  joyful  fhout,       365 
"  And  from  tlie  midfl  an  huge  and  monftrous  man  ftepp'd 
"  Aloud  they  fhouted  at  each  ftep  he  took ;  [out. 

"  We,  and  the  earth  itfelf  beneath  him,  fhook, 
"  Vail:  as  the  hill,  down  which  he  march'd,he'  appear'dj 
"  Amaz'd  all  eyes,  nor  was  their  army  fear'd.        370 
**  A  young  tall  'fquire  (though  then  he  feem'd  nof  fo) 
"  Did  from  the  camp  at  firll  before  him  go ; 
"  At  firll  he  did,  but  fcarce  could  follow  llrait, 
"  Sweating  beneath  a  fhield's  unruly  v/eight, 
*'  On  which  was  wrought  the  gods'  and  giants'  fight^ 
"  Rare  work  !  all  fiU'd  with  terror  and  delight. 
*'  Here  a  vail  hill  'gainil  thundering  Baal  was  thrown, 
"  Trees  and  beafts  on 't  fell  burnt  with  lightning  down  ; 
Vol.  VIII.  S  "  One 
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"  One  flings  a  mountain,  and  its  river  too, 

"  Torn  up  with  't;  that  rains  back  on  him  that  threw: 

"  Some  from  the  main  to  pluck,  whole  iflands  try ; 

"  The  fea  boils  round  with  flames  (hot  thick  from  fky; 

"  This  he  belie v'd,  and  on  his  fhield  he  bore, 

"  And  prais'd  their  ftrength,  but  thought  his  own  was 

"  more. 
"  The  valley  now  this  monfter  feem'd  to  fill;  385 

"  And  we,  methoughts,  look'd  up  t'  him  from  our  hill. 
"  All  arm'd  in  brafs,  the  richeft  drefs  of  war 
"  (A  difmal  glorious  fight  I)  he  fl^one  afar; 
"  The  fun  himfelf  ftarted  with  fudden  fright, 
"  To  fee  his  beams  return  fo  difmal  bright :  390 

"  Brafs  was  his  helmet,  his  boots  brafs ;  and  o'er 
"  His  breafc  a  thick  plate  of  flrong  brafs  he  wore ; 
"  His  fpear  the  trunk  was  of  a  lofty  tree, 
"  Which  Nature  meant  fome  tall  fliip's  mart  fhould  be; 
*'  Th'  huge  iron  head  fix  hundred  fhekels  weigh'd,  395 
"  And  of  whole  bodies  but  one  wound  it  made ; 
"  Able  Death's  worft  command  to  overdo, 
"  Deflroying  life  at  once  and  carcafe  too. 
"  Thus  arm'd  he  ftood;  all  direful,  and  all  gay, 
"  And  round  him  flung  a  fcornful  look  away :        400 
"  So,  when  a  Scythian  tiger,  gazing  round, 
"  An  herd  of  kine  in  fome  fair  plain  has  found, 
"  Lowing  fecure,  he  fwells  with  angry  pride, 
"  And  calls  forth  all  his  fpots  on  every  fide; 
*•  Then  ftops,  and  hurls  his  haughty  eyes  at  all,     405 
*'  In  choice  of  feme  llrong  neck  on  which  to  fall ; 

*'  Almoft 
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"  Almoft  he  fccrns  fo  weak,  fo  cheap  a  prey, 

*♦  And  grieves  to  fee  them  trembling  hafle  away. 

•*  Ye  men  of  Jury,  'he  cries,  if  men  you  be, 

"  And  fuch  dare  prove  yourfelves  to  fame  and  me,  410 

"  Chufe  out  'mongft  all  your  troops  the  boldefl  kniglit, 

*'  To  try  his  ftrength  and  fate  with  me  in  fight : 

"  The  chance  of  war  let  us  two  bear  for  all, 

"  And  they  the  conqueror  ferve  whofe  knight  fhall  fall. 

"  At  this  he  paus'd  awhile:  Strait,  I  defy  415 

"  Your  gods  and  you ;  dares  none  come  down  and  die  ? 

♦*  Go  back  for  fhame,  and  Egypt's  flavery  bear, 

"  Or  yield  to  us,  and  ferve  more  nobly  here. 

"  Alas !  ye  'ave  no  more  wonders  to  be  done, 

"  Your  forcerer  Mofes  now,  and  Jofhua,  's  gone;  420 

"  Your  magic  trumpets  then  could  cities  take, 

"  And  founds  of  trirmph  did  your  battles  make. 

•*  Spears  in  your  hands  and  manly  fvvords  are  vain ; 

"  Get  you  your  fpells  and  conjuring  rods  again. 

**  Is  there  no  Samfon  here  ?  O  that  there  were  !     425 

"  In  his  full  ftrength,  and  long,  enchanted  hair; 

"  This  fvvord  Ihould  be  in  the  weak  razor's  ftead; 

"  It  ftiould  not  cut  his  hair  oft',  but  his  head^ 

"  Thus  he  blafphem'd  aloud;  the  vallies  round, 
"  Flattering  his  voice,  reftor'd  the  dreadful  found:  430 
"  We  turn'd  us  trembling  at  ♦he  noife,  and  fear'd 
"  We  had  behind  fome  new  Goliah  heard. 
"  'Twas  Heaven,  Heaven  fure  (which  David's  glory 

"  meant 
*'  Through  this  whole  aft)  fuch  facred  terror  fent 

S  2  "To 
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*♦  To  all  our  hoft;  for  there  was  Saul  in  place,      43^ 

"  Who  ne'er  faw  fear  but  in  his  enemy's  face; 

*'  His  god-like  fon  there  in  bright  armour  fhone, 

"  Who  fcorn'd  to  conquer  armies  not  alone: 

"  Fate  her  own  book  miftrufted  at  the  fight; 

**  On  that  fide  war,  on  this  a  fingle  fight.  440 

**  There  flood  Benaiah,  and  there  trembled  too, 

"  He  who  th'  Egyptian  proud  Goliah  flew; 

*'  In  his  pale  fright,  rage  through  his  t  rcs  fhot  flame, 

*'  He  faw  his  ftafF,  and  blulh'd  with  generous  fhame ; 

"  Thoufands  befide  flood  mute  and  heartlefs  there,  445 

"  Men-  valiant  all;  nor  was  I  us'd  to  fear. 

"  Thus  forty  days  he  march'd  down  arm'd  to  fight, 
**  Once  every  morn  he  march'd,  and  once  at  night. 
*'  Slow  rofe  the  fun,  but  gallop'd  down  apace, 
*'  With  more  than  evening  bluflies  in  his  face:       450 
"  When  Jeffe  to  the  camp  young  David  fent; 
*'  His  purpofe  low,  but  high  was  Fate's  intent ; 
*'  For/  when  the  monfter's  pride  he  faw  and  heard, 
"  Round  him  he  look'd,  and  wonder'd  why  they  fear'd. 
"  Anger  and  brave  difdain  his  heart  poffefs'd,        455 
*'  Thoughts  more  than  manly  fwell'd  his  youthful  breaft : 
**  Much  the  rewards  propos'd  his  fpirit  enflame, 
"  Saul's  daughter  much,  and  much  the  voice  of  Fame. 
"  Theie  to  their  jufl  intentions  flrongly  move, 
**  But  chiefly  God,  and  his  dear  country's  love.      46<i 
"  Refolv'd  for  combat,  to  Saul's  tent  he  's  brought, 
"  Where  thus  he  fpoke,  as  boldly  as  he  fought : 

"  Henceforth 
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*'  Henceforth  no  more,  great  Prince,  your  facred 
"  breaft 
«  With  that  huge  talking  wretch  of  Gath,  moleft; 
"  This  hand  alone  Ihall  end  his  curfed  breath;        465 
"  Fear  not,  the  wretch  blafphemes  himfelf  to  death, 
"  And,  cheated  with  falfe  weight  of  his  own  might, 
"  Has  challeng'd  Heaven,  not  us,  to  fmgle  fight. 
**  Forbid  it,  God !  that,  u  here  thy  right  is  try'd, 
"  The  rtrength  of  man  fhould  find  juft  caufe  for  pride ! 
"  Firm  like  fome  rock,  and  vaft,  he  feems  to  Hand, 
"  But  rocks  we  know  were  op'd  at  thy  command : 
"  That  foul,  which  now  does  fuch  large  members  fway, 
"  Through  one  fmall  wound  will  creep  in  hafte  away  ; 
"  And  he  who  now  dares  boldly  Heaven  defy,       475 
"  To  every  bird  of  heaven  a  prey  fhall  lie : 
"  For  'tis  not  human  force  we  ought  to  fear; 
"  Did  that,  alas  !  plant  our  forefathers  here  ? 
"  Twice  fifteen  kings  did  they  by  that  fubdue  ? 
*'  By  that  whole  nations  of  Goliahs  flew  ?  480 

"  The  wonders  they  perform 'd  may  ftill  be  done ; 
"  Mofes  and  Jofhua  is,  but  God  's  not,  gone. 
"  We  'ave  loft  their  rod  and  trumpets,  not  their  fkill ; 
*'  Prayers  and  belief  are  as  ftrong  witchcraft  ftill : 
"  Thefe  are  more  tall,  more  giants  far,  than  he,     485 
"  Can  reach  to  heaven,  and  thence  pluck  vidlory. 
*f  Count  this,  and  then.  Sir,  mine  th'  advantage  is; 
"  He  's  ftronger  far  than  I,  my  God  than  his. 

"  Amazement  feiz'd  on  all,  and  fliame,  to  fee 
"  Their  own  fears  fcorn'd  by  one  fo  young  as  he.  490 
S3  "  Brave 
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"  Brave  youth,  replies  the  king,  whofe  daring  mind, 
*•  Ere  come  to  manhood,  leaves  it  quite  behind ; 
"  Referve  thy  valour  for  more  equal  fight, 
"  And  let  thy  body  grow  up  to  thy  fprite. 
"  Thou  'rt  yet  too  tender  for  fo  rude  a  foe,  49; 

"  Whofe  touch  would  wound  thee  more  than  him  thy 
"  Nature  his  limbs  only  for  war  made  fit,  [blow : 

•'  In  thine  as  yet  nought  befide  love  (he  'has  writ. 
"  With  fome  lefs  foe  thy  unflefh'd  valour  try; 
"  This  monftcr  can  be  no  fir  ft  viftory.  500 

"  The  lion's  royal  whelp  does  not  at  firft 
"  For  blood  of  Bafan  bulls  or  tigers  thirft ; 
"  In  timorous  deer  he  hanfels  his  young  paws, 
"  And  leaves  the  rugged  bear  for  firmer  claws. 
"  So  vaft  thy  hopes,  fo  unproportion'd,  be,  ^05 

"  Fortune  would  be  afliam'd  to  fecond  thee. 
*'  He  faid,  and  we  all  mui-mur'd  an  aflent; 
"  But  nought  moves  David  from  his  high  intent. 
"  It  brave  to  him,  and  ominous,  does  appear, 
"  To  be  oppos'd  at  firft,  and  conquer  here ;  510 

"  Which  he  refolves.     Scorn  not,  faid  he,  mine  age; 
"  For  viftory  comes  not,  like  an  heritage, 
"  At  fet-years:  — when  my  father's  flock  I  fed, 
•*  A  bear  and  lion,  by  fierce  hunger  led, 
"  Broke  from  the  wood,  and  fnatch'd  my  Iambs  away ; 
*'  From  their  grim  mouths  1  forc'd  the  panting  prey : 
**  Both  bear  and  lion  ev'n  this  hand  did  kill; 
**  On  our  great  oak  the  bones  and  jaws  hang  ftill. 
"  My  God  's  the  fame,  which  then  he  was,  to-day, 
"  And  this  wild  wretch  almoft  the  fame  as  they ;    5  20 

•'  Who 
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"  Who  from  fuch  danger  fav'd  my  flock,  will  he 
"  Of  Ifrael,  his  own  flock,  lefs  careful  be  ? 

"  Be  't  fo  then,  Saul  burfts  forth ;  and  Thou  on  high, 
"  Who  oft  in  weaknefs  doll  moft  ftrength  defcry — 
"  At  whofe  dread  beck  conqueft  expefting  fliands,  525 
**  And  calls  no  look  down  on  the  fighters'  hands— 
*'  Afllll  what  Thou  infpir'll ;  and  let  all  fee, 
**  As  boys  to  giants,  giants  are  to  Thee. 

"  Thus :  and  with  trembling  hopes  of  llrange  fuccefs, 
"  In  his  own  arms  he  the  bold  youth  does  drefs.     530 
"  On  's  head  an  helm  of  well-wrought  brafs  is  plac'd, 
"  The  top  with  warlike  plume  feverely  grac'd  ; 
**  His  breafl  a  plate  cut  with  rare  figures  bore, 
"  A  fword  much  pradlis'd  in  death's  art  he  wore, 
"  Yet  David,  us'd  fo  long  to  no  defence,  535 

"  But  thofe  light  arms  of  Spirit  and  Innocence, 
«*  No  good  in  fight  of  that  gay  burden  knows, 
"  But  fears  his  own  arms'  weight  more  than  his  foes. 
"  He  loll  himfelf  in  that  difguife  of  war, 
*'  And  guarded  feems  as  men  by  prifons  are;         540 
*'  He  therefore,  to  exalt  the  wondrous  fight, 
"  Prepares  now,  and  difarms  himfelf  for  fight, 
**  'Gainfllhield,helm,breai1-plate;  and,  in  Head  of  thofe, 
"  Five  fharp  fmooth  llones  from  the  next  brook  he  chofe, 
"  And  fits  them  to  his  fling ;  then  marches  down;  545 
"  For  fword,  his  enemy's  he  efteem'd  his  own. 
"  We  all  with  various  paflions  (Irangely  gaz'd, 
"  Some  fad,  fome  fliam'd,  fome  angry ;  all  amaz'd. 

"  Nowin  the  valley  'he  Hands ;  through 's  youthful  face 
**  Wrath  checks  the  beauty,  and  fheds  marJy  grace, 
S  4  "  Both 
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*'  Both  in  his  looks  fo  join'd,  that  they  might  move 

"  Fear  ev'n  in  friends,  and  from  an  enemy  love. 

"  Hot  as  ripe  noon,  fvveet  as  the  blooming  day, 

"  Like  July  furious,  but  more  fair  than  May. 

«*  Th'  accurs'd  Phililliian  ftands  on  th'  other  fide,  555 

"  Grumbling  aloud,  and  fmiles  'twixt  rage  and  pride. 

**  The  plagues  of  Dagon  !  a  fmooth  boy,  faid  he, 

"  A  curfed  beardlefs  foe,  oppos'd  to  me  ! 

"  Hell !  with  what  arms  (hence,  thou  fond  child  ! )  he 's 

"  come  ! 
"  Some  friend  his  mother  call,  to  drive  him  home.  500 
"  Not  gone  yet !  if  one  minute  more  thou  ftay, 
"  The  birds  of  heaven  fhall  bear  thee  dead  away. 
"  Gods  !  a  curs'd  boy  !— the  refl  then  murmuring  out, 
"  He  walks,  and  calls  a  deadly  grin  about. 
"  David,  with  chearful  anger  in  his  eyes,  565 

*'  Advances  boldly  on,  and  thus  replies : 
*•  Thou  com'ft,  vain  man  !  all  arm'd  into  the  field, 
"  And  trufleft  thofe  war  toys,  thy  fword  and  fhield: 
"  Thy  pride  's  my  fpear,  thy  blafphemies  my  fword ; 
•'  My  fhield,  thy  Maker,  fool  !  the  mighty  Lord   570 
"  Of  thee  and  battles ;  who  hath  fcnt  forth  me 
?*  Unarm'd  thus,  not  to  fight,  but  conquer,  thee. 
*•  In  vain  fhall  Dagon,  thy  falfe  hope,  withftand ; 
"  In  vain  thy  other  god,  thine  own  right  hand : 
*'  Thy  fall  to  man  Ihall  Heaven's  llrong  juftice  fliewj 
**  Wretch  !  'tis  the  only  good  which  thou  canll  do. 

"  He  faid;  our  holl  Hood  dully  filent  by; 
*'  And  durft  not  trull  their  ears  againll:  the  eye ; 
"  As  much  their  champion's  threats  to  him  they  fear'd, 
"  As  when  the  monfter's  threats  to  them  tlicy  heard 

"  riis 
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"  His  flaming  fword  th'  enrag'd  Philiftian  fhakes, 

*'  And  hafte  t'  his  ruin  with  loud  curfes  makes ; 

'f  Backward  the  winds  his  adlive  curfes  blew, 

"  And  fatally  round  his  own  head  they  flew : 

»'  For  now  from  David's  fling  the  ftone  is  fled,      585 

*'  And  flrikes  with  joyful  noife  the  monfter's  head  ; 

"  It  ftrook  his  forehead,  and  pierc'd  deeply  there, 

"  As  fwiftly  as  it  pierc'd  before  the  air : 

"  Down,  down  he  falls,  and  bites  in  vain  the  ground ; 

"  Blood,  brain,  and  foul,  croud  mingled  through  the 

"  wound  !  590 

«  So  a  flrong  oak,  which  many  years  had  fl:ood 
"  With  fair  and  flourifliing  boughs,  itfelf  a  wood— 
"  Though  it  might  long  the  axe's  violence  bear, 
"  And  play'd  with  winds  which  other  trees  did  tear— 
•'  Yet  by  the  thunder's  ftroke  from  th'  root  'tis  rent 
"  (So  fare  the  blows  that  from  high  Heaven  are  fent !) 
"  What  tongue  the  joy  and  wonder  can  exprefs, 
"  Which  did  that  moment  our  whole  hofl:  pofl'efs  ! 
"  Their  jocund  fliouts  th'  air  like  a  ftorm  did  tear, 
"  Th'  amazed  clouds  fled  fwift  away  with-  fear  :     600 
*.'  But  far  more  fwift  th'  accurs'd  Philiftines  fly, 
"  And,  their  ill  f;ite  to  perfed,  bafely  die. 
"  With  thoufand  corpfe  the  ways  around  are  ftrown, 
"  Till  they  by  the  day's  flight  fecure  their  own. 
**  Now  through  the  camp  founds  nought  but  David's 

"  name,  605 

*'  All  joys,  of  feveral  ftamp  and  colours,  came 
"  From  feveral  paflions :  fome  his  valour  praife, 
"  Some  his  free  fpeech,  fome  the  fair  popular  rays 

"Of 
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**  Of  youth,  and  beauty,  and  his  modeft  guife ; 

*'  Gifts  that  mov'd  all,  but  charm'd  the  female  eyes. 

*♦  Some  wonder,  feme  they  thought  'twould  be  fo,fwear  j 

*'  And  fome  faw  angels  flying  through  the  air : 

**  The  bafeft  fpirits  caft  back  a  crooked  glance 

"  On  this  great  aft,  and  fain  would  give  't  to  Chance. 

"  Women  our  hoft  with  fongs  and  dances  meet,      615 

"  With  much  joy  Saul,  David  with  more,  they  greet. 

"  Hence  the  king's  politic  rage  and  envy  flows, 

"  Which  firfl  he  hides,  and  feeks  his  life  t'  expofe 

**  To  generous  dangers,  that  his  hate  might  clear, 

"  And  Fate  or  Chance  the  blame,  nay  David,  bear.  620 

"  So  vain  are  man's  defigns !   for  Fate  and  Chance, 

"  And  Earth  and  Heaven,  confpir'd  to  his  advance: 

"  His  beauty,  youth,  courage,  and  wondrous  wit, 

"  In  all  mankind  but  Saul  did  love  beget. 

*'  Not  Saul's  own  houfe,  not  his  own  nearefl  blood, 

**  The  noble  caufe's  facred  force  withftood. 

«'  You  've  met  no  doubt,  and  kindly  us'd,  the  fame 

**  Of  God-like  Jonathan's  illuftrious  name; 

"  A  name  which  every  wind  to  heaven  would  bear, 

f  Which  men  to  fpeak,  and  angels  joy  to  hear.      C^Of 

"  No  angel  e'er  bore  to  his  brother  Mind 

"  A  kindnefs  more  exalted  and  refin'd, 

"  Than  his  to  David;  which  look'd  nobly  down, 

"  And  fcorn'd  the  falfe  alarums  of  a  crown. 

"  At  Dammin  field  he  flood,  and  from  his  place    635 

"  Leap'd  forth,  the  wondrous  conqueror  to  embrace ; 

*'  On  him  his  mantle,  girdle,  fword,  and  bow, 

""  On  him  his  heart  and  foul,  he  did  bellow  : 

*'  Not 
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"  Not  all  that  Saul  could  threaten  or  perfuade, 

"  In  this  clofe  knot  the  fmallell  loofenefs  made.     640 

•'  Oft  his  wife  care  did  the  king's  rage  fufpend ; 

"  His  own  life's  danger  fhelter'd  oft  his  friend; 

"  Which  he  expos'd  a  facrifice  to  fall 

"  By  th'  undifcerning  rage  of  furious  Saul. 

"  Nor  was  young  David's  adlive  virtue  grown       645 

"  Strong  and  triumphant  in  one  fex  alone ; 

"  Imperious  Beauty  too  it  durft  invade, 

"  And  deeper  prints  in  the  foft  breaft  it  made : 

"  For  there,  t'  Efteem  and  Friendlliip's  graver  name, 

"  Faflion  was  pour'd,  like  oil  into  the  flame.  650 

"  Like  two  bright  eyes  in  a  fair  body  plac'd, 

*'  Saul's  royal  houfe  two  beauteous  daughters  grac'd; 

"  Merab  the  lirft,  Michal  the  younger,  nara'd; 

"  Both  equally  for  different  glories  fam'd. 

"  Merab  with  fpacious  beauty  fill'd  the  fight,         655 

*'  But  too  much  awe  chaftis'd  the  bold  deUght: 

"  Like  a  calm  fea,  which  to  th'  enlarged  view 

**  Gives  pleafure,  but  gives  fear  and  reverence  too. 

"  Michal's  fweet  looks  clear  and  free  joys  did  move, 

"  And  no  lefs  ftrong,  though  much  more  gentle,  love  : 

"  Like  virtuous  kings,  whom  men  rejoice  t'  obey 

"  (Tyrants  themfelves  lefs  abfolute  than  they). 

"  Merab  appear'd  like  fome  fair  princely  tower ; 

"  Michal,  fome  virgin-queen's  delicious  bower. 

"  All  Beauty's  ftores  in  little  and  in  great;  665 

"  But  the  contraftcd  beams  fhot  fierceft  heat. 

"  A  clean  and  lively  brown  was  Merab's  dye, 

"  Such  as  the  prouder  colours  might  envy: 

«  Michal's 
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*'  Michal's  pure  fkin  flione  with  fuch  taintlefs  white, 

"  As  fcatter'd  the  weak  rays  of  human  fight;        67Q 

**  Her  lips  and  cheeks  a  nobler  red  did  (hew, 

"  Than  e'er  on  fruits  or  flowers  heaven's  pencil  drew; 

•'  From  Merab's  eyes  fierce  and  quick  lightnings  came, 

"  From  Michal's,  the  fun's  mild,  yet  aftive,  flame : 

"  Merab's  long  hair  was  glofly  chefnut  brown;      675 

"  Trefles  of  palell  gold  did  Michal  crown. 

"  Such  was  their  outward  form ;  and  one  might  find 

"  A  difference  not  unlike  it  in  the  mind. 

"  Merab  with  comely  majefty  and  Hate 

"  Bore  high  th'  advantage  of  her  worth  and  fate;  680 

"  Such  humble  fweetnefs  did  foft  Michal  ftiow, 

"  That  none  who  reach  fo  high  e'er  lloop'd  fo  low. 

"  Merab  rejoic'd  in  her  wrack'd  lovers'  pain, 

**  And  fortify 'd  her  virtue  with  difdain: 

"  The  griefs  flie  caus'd,  gave  gentle  Michal  grief   685 

"  (She  wifli'd  her  beauties  lefs,  for  their  relief)  ; 

**  Ev'n  to  her  captives  civil;  yet  th'  excefs 

"  Of  naked  virtue  guarded  her  no  lefs. 

*'  Bufmefs  and  power  Merab's  large  thoughts  did  vex; 

"  Her  wit  difdain'd  the  fetters  of  her  fex:  690 

"  Michal  no  lefs  difdain'd  affairs  and  noife, 

*•  Yet  did  it  not  from  ignorance,  but  clioice. 

*'  In  brief,  both  copies  were  more  fweetly  drawn ; 

"  Merab  of  Saul,  Michal  of  Jonathan. 

"  The  day  that  David  great  Goliah  flew,  695 

"  Not  great  Goliah's  fword  was  more  his  due 
♦•  Than  Merab;  by  Saul's  public  promlfe  flie 
"  Was  fold  then,  and  bctroth'd  to  Vii^ory ; 

"  But 
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*'  But  haughty  fhe  did  this  juft  match  defpife 

"  (Her  pride  debauch'd  her  judgment  and  her  eyes). 

"  An  unknown  youth,  ne'er  feen  at  court  before, 

"  Who  fhepherd's  ftafF,  and  fliepherd's  habit,  bore, 

"  The  feventh-born  fon  of  no  rich  houfe — were  ftill 

**  Th'  unpleafant  forms  which  her  high  thoughts  did  fill : 

*'  And  much  averfion  in  her  ftubborn  mind  705 

"  Was  bred  by  being  promis'd  and  defign'd. 

"  Long  had  the  patient  Adriel  humbly  borne 

"  The  rougheft  fliocks  of  her  imperious  fcora : 

"  Adriel  the  rich ;  but  riches  were  in  vain, 

"  And  could  not  fet  him  free,  nor  her  enchain.       710 

"  Long  liv'd  they  thus ; — but,  as  the  hunted  deer, 

*'  Clofcly  purfued,  quits  all  her  wonted  fear, 

"  And  takes  the  nearefl  waves ;  which  from  the  fhore 

"  She  oft  with  horror  had  beheld  before : 

"  So,  whilft  the  violent  maid  from  David  fled,        715 

"  She  leap'd  to  Adriel's  long-avoided  bed  ; 

"  The  match  was  nam'd,  agreed,  and  finifh'd,  ftrait; 

"  (So  foon  comply'd  Saul's  envy  with  her  hate  !) 

"  But  Michal,  in  whofe  breaft  all  virtues  move, 

"  That  hatch  the  pregnant  feeds  of  facred  love,     720 

**  With  jufter  eyes  the  noble  objeft  meets, 

"  And  turns  all  Merab's  poifon  into  fweets : 

"  She  faw,  and  wonder'd  how  a  youth  unknown 

"  Should  make  all  fame  to  come  fo  foon  his  own : 

"  She  faw,  and  wonder'd  how  a  fhepherd's  crook  725 

"  Defpis'd  that  fword  at  which  the  fceptre  fliook; 

"  Though  he  feventh-born,  and  tho'his  houfe  but  poor> 

"  She  knew  it  noble  was,  and  would  be  more. 

"  Oft 
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"  Oft  had  fhe  heard,  and  fancy'd  oft  the  fight, 

"  With  what  a  generous  calm  he  march'd  to  fight ;  730 

"  In  the  great  danger  how  exempt  from  fear, 

"  And  after  it  from  pride,  he  did  appear. 

"  Greatnefs  and  goodnefs,  and  an  air  divine, 

"  She  faw  through  all  his  words  and  aftions  ihine; 

"  She  heard  his  eloquent  tongue,  and  charming  lyre» 

"  Whofe  artful  founds  did  violent  love  infpire, 

**  Though  us'd  all  other  paffions  to  relieve : 

*'  She  weigh'd  all  this ;  and  well  we  may  conceive, 

"  When  thofe  ftrong  thoughts  attack'd  her  doubtful 

"  breaft, 
"  His  beauty  no  lefs  adlive  than  the  reft.  740 

"  The  fire  thus  kindled  foon  grew  fierce  and  great, 
"  When  David's  breaft  reflefted  back  its  heat. 
*'  Soon  fhe  perceiv'd  (fcarce  can  Love  hidden  lie 
*'  From  any  fight,  much  lefs  the  loving  eye) 
"  She  conqueror  was,  as  well  as  overcome,  745 

*'  And  gain'd  no  lefs  abroad  than  loft  at  home. 
"  Ev'n  the  firft  hour  they  met  (for  fuch  a  pair, 
"  Who  in  all  mankind  elfe  fo  matchlefs  were, 
"  Yet  their  own  equals.  Nature's  felf  does  wed) 
*•■  A  mutual  warmth  through  both  their  bofoms  fpread  : 
''  Fate  gave  the  fignal ;  both  at  once  began 
"  The  gentle  race,  and  with  juft  pace  they  ran. 
"  Ev'n  fo,  methinks,  when  two  fair  tapers  come 
"  From  feveral  doors,  entering  at  once  the  room, 
"  With  a  fwift  flight,  that  leaves  the  eye  behind,    755 
"  Their  amorous  lights  into  one  light  are  join'd. 

«  Nature 
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'*  Nature  herfelf,  were  ftie  to  judge  the  cafe, 

*'  Knew  not  which  firft  began  the  kmd  embrace. 

"  Michal  her  modeft  flames  fought  to  conceal, 

*'  But  love  even  th'  art  to  hide  it  docs  reveal:        760 

"  Her  foft  unpraflis'd  eyes  betray'd  the  theft, 

*'  Love  pafs'd  through  them,  and  there  fuch  footfteps  left! 

"  She  blufh'd  when  he  approach 'd,  and  when  he  fpoke  ; 

"  And  fuddenly  her  wandering  anfwers  broke 

"  At  his  name's  found;  and,  when  fhe  heard  him  prais'd, 

"  With  concern'd  hafte  her  thoughtful  looks  (he  rais'd. 

*'  Uncall'd-for  fighs  oft  from  her  bofom  flew, 

"  And  Adriel's  aflive  friend  flie'  abruptly  grew. 

"  Oft,  when  the  Court's  gay  youth  flood  waiting  by, 

"  She  ftrove  to  aft  a  cold  indifFerency ;  770 

*'  In  vain  (he  aded  fo  conftrain'd  a  part, 

"  For  thoufand  namelefs  things  difclos'd  her  heart. 

"  On  th'  other  fide,  David  v/ith  filent  pain 

"  Did  in  refpeftful  bounds  his  fires  contain : 

"  His  humble  fear  t'  offend,  and  trembling  awe,    775 

"  Impos'd  on  him  a  no-lefs  rigorous  law 

"  Than  modefty  on  her ;  and,  though  he  ftrove 

"  To  make  her  fee  't,  he  durfl  not  tell  his  love. 

"  To  tell  it  firft,  the  timorous  youth  made  choice 

"  Of  muflc's  bolder  and  more  adlive  voice;  780 

"  And  thus,  beneath  her  window,  did  he  touch 

"  His  faithful  lyre;  the  words  and  numbers  fuch 

"  As  did  well  worth  my  memory  appear, 

"  And  may  perhaps  deferve  your  princely  ear : 


"  AWAKE, 
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"  AWAKE,  awake,  my  Lyre  !  78^ 

"  And  tell  thy  filent  mafter's  humble  tale, 

"  In  founds  that  may  prevail ; 
«  Sounds  that  gentle  thoughts  infpire : 

«  Though  fo  exalted  flie, 

"  And  I  fo  lowly  be,  790 

-<*  Tell  her,  fuch  different  notes  make  all  thy  harmony. 

"Hark  !  how  the  firings  awake: 
"  And,  though  the  moving  hand  approach  not  near, 

"  Themfelves  with  awful  fear, 
"  A  kind  of  numerous  trembling  make.  795 

"  Now  all  thy  forces  try, 

"  Now  all  thy  charms  apply, 
**  Revenge  upon  her  ear  the  conquefts  of  her  eye. 

"  Weak  Lyre  !   thy  virtue  fufe 
**  Is  ufelefs  here,  fmce  thou  art  only  found  800 

"  To  cure,  but  not  to  wound, 
"  And  fhe  to  wound,  but  not  to  cure. 

*'  Too  weak  too  wilt  thou  prove 

"  My  paffion  to  remove, 
*'  Phyfic  to  other  ills,  thou  'rt  Nouiifhment  to  Love. 

"  Sleep,  fleep  again,  my  Lyre  ! 
"  Fop-  thou  canft  never  tell  my  humble  tale 
**'  In  founds  that  will  prevail ; 
«  Nor  gentle  thoughts  in  her  infpire : 

"  All  thy  vain  mirth  lay  by,  Sio 

"  Bid  thy  firings  filcnt  lie, 
"  Sleep,  fleep  again,  my  Lyre !  and  let  thy  mafler  die. 

«  She 
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"  She  heard  all  this,  and  the  prevailing  found 

"  Touch 'd  with  delightful  pain  her  tender  wound. 

"  Yet,  though  ftie  joy'd  th'  authentic  news  to  hear,  8 1 5 

"  Of  what  fhe  guefs'd  before  with  jealous  fear, 

"  She  check'd  her  forward  joy,  and  blufh'd  for  fliame, 

"  And  did  his  boldnefs  with  forc'd  anger  blame. 

"  The  fenfelefs  rules  which  firft  falfe  honour  taught, 

*'  And  into  laws  the  tyrant  cuftom  brought —        820 

*'  Which  women's  pride  and  folly  did  invent, 

"  Their  lovers  and  themfelves  too  to  torment, — 

"  Made  her  next  day  a  grave  difpleafure  fain, 

"  And  all  her  words,  and  all  her  looks,  conftrain 

"  Before  the  trembling  youth;  who,  when  he  faw  82<; 

"  His  vital  light  her  wonted  beams  withdraw, 

"  He  curs'd  his  voice,  his  fingers,  and  his  lyre, 

"  He  curs'd  his  too-bold  tongue,  and  bold  deiire ; 

"  In  vain  he  curs'd  the  laft,  for  that  Hill  grew; 

"  From  all  things  food  its  ftrong  complexion  drew  i 

"  His  joy  and  hope  their  chearful  motions  ceas'd, 

"  His  life  decay 'd,  but  ftill  his  love  encreas'd; 

"  Whilll  (he,  whofe  heart  approv'd  not  her  difdain, 

*'  Saw  and  endur'd  his  pains  with  greater  pain. 

♦'  But  Jonathan,  to  whom  both  hearts  were  known,  835 

"  With  a  concernment  equal  to  their  own 

*'  (Joyful  that  Heaven  with  his  fworn  love  comply'd 

"  To  draw  that  knot  more  faft  which  he  had  ty'd) 

"  With  well-tim'd  zeal,  and  with  an  artful  care, 

"  Reftor'd,  and  better'd  foon,  the  nice  affair.  84Q 

"  With  eafe  a  brother's  lawful  power  o'ercame 

"  The  formal  decencies  of  virgin-fhame. 

Vol.  Vm.  T  "  She 
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"  She  firft  with  all  her  heart  forgave  the  paft, 

"  Fleard  David  tell  his  flames,  and  told  her  own  at  laft. 

"  Lo  here  the  happy  point  of  profperous  love  !       845 

"  Which  ev'n  enjoyment  feidom  can  improve. 

**  Themfelves  agreed,  which  fcarce  could  fail  alone ; 

"  All  Ifrael's  wifh  concurrent  with  their  own; 

"  A  brother's  powerful  aid  firm  to  the  fide ; 

"  By  folemn  vow  the  king  and  father  ty'd :  850 

*'  All  jealous  fears,  all  nice  difguifes,  paft, 

"  All  that  in  lefs-ripe  love  offends  the  tafte; 

*'  In  cither's  breaft  their  fouls  both  meet  r^nd  wed, 

"  Their  heart  the  nuptial-temple  and  the  bed. 

"  And,  though  the  grofTer  cates  were  yet  not  drell,  85  q 

"  By  which  their  bodies  muft  fupply  this  feafl, 

"  Bold  hopes  prevent  flow  pleafure's  lingering  birth, 

"  As  faints,  afl'ur'd  of  heaven,  enjoy  't  on  earth. 

*'  All  this  the  king  obferv'd ;  and  well  he  faw 

*'  What  fcandal,  and  what  danger,  it  might  draw  860 

*'  T'  oppofe  this  juft  and  popular  match;  but  meant 

"  T'  out-malice  all  refufals  by  confent. 

"  He  meant  the  poifonous  grant  fliould  mortal  prove ; 

"  He  meant  t'  enfnare  his  virtue  by  his  love : 

"  And  thus  he  to  him  fpoke,  with  more  of  art        S65 

"  And  fraud,  than  well  became  the  kingly  part:  — 

**  Yoar  valour,  David,  and  liigh  worth,  faid  he, 
"  To  praife  is  all  men's  duty,  mine  to  fee 
*'  Rewarded;  and  we  fliall  t'  our  utmoll  powers 
*'  Do  with  like  care  that  part,  as  you  did  yours.     870 
*'  Forbid  it,  God  !  we  like  thofe  lungs  ftiould  prove, 
**  Who  fear  the  virtues  wliich  they  're  bound  to  love. 
3  ,         ♦'  Your 
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"  Your  piety  does  that  tender  point  feciire, 

"  Nor  win  my  ads  fuch  humble  thoughts  endure  : 

*'  Your  nearnefs  to  't  rather  fupports  the  crown,     S75 

"  And  th'  honours  given  to  you  encreafe  our  own. 

"  All  that  we  can  we  '11  give ;  'tis  our  intent, 

"  Both  as  a  guard  and  as  an  ornament, 

*'  To  place  thee  next  ourfelves ;  Heaven  does  approve, 

*'  And  my  fon's  friendfhip,  and  my  daughter's  love, 

"  Guide  fatally,  methinks,  my  willing  choice; 

"  I  fee,  methinks.  Heaven  in  't,  and  I  rejoice. 

"  Blufh  not,  my  fon  1  that  Michal's  love  I  name, 

"  Nor  need  fhe  blufh  to  hear  it ;  'tis  no  fhame 

"  Nor  fecret  now;  fame  does  it  loudly  tell,  885 

"  And  all  men  but  thy  rivals  like  it  well. 

"  If  Merab's  choice  could  have  comply 'd  with  mine, 

"  Merab,  my  elder  comforu  had  been  thine : 

*'  And  her's,  at  laft,  fhould  have  with  mine  comply'd, 

"  Had  I  not  thine  and  Michal's  heart  defcry'd.      890 

"  Take  whom  thou  lov'ft,  and  who  loves  thee;  the  laft 

"  And  deareft  prefent  made  me  by  the  chafte 

"  Ahinoam;  and,  unlefs  Ihe  me  deceive, 

*'  When  I  to  Jonathan  my  crown  fhall  leave, 

"  'Twill  be  a  fmaller  gift.  Sg^ 

"  If  I  thy  generous  thoughts  may  undertake 

"  To  guefs,  they  are  what  jointure  thou  Ihalt  make 

"  Fitting  her  birth  and  fortune :  and,  fince  fo 

"  Cultom  ordains,  we  mean  t'  exaft  it  too. 

"  The  jointure  we  exadt  is,  that  fliall  be  900 

"  No  lefs  advantage  to  thy  fame  than  flic. 

T  2  ''Go 
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"  Go  where  Philiftian  troops  infeft  the  land, 

"  Renew  the  terrors  of  thy  conquering  hand ; 

"  When  thine  own  hand,  which  needs  muft  contjueror 

"  prove, 
"  In  this  joint  caufe  of  honour  and  of  love,  905 

*'  An  hundred  of  the  faithlefs  foe  fliall  flay, 
"  And  for  a  dower  their  hundred  foreflcins  pay, 
**  Be  Michal  thy  reward :  did  we  not  know 
*♦  Thy  mighty  fate,  and  worth  that  makes  it  fo, 
"  We  fhould  not  cheaply  that  dear  blood  expofe,   910 
**  Which  we  to  mingle  with  our  own  had  chofe : 
"  But  thou  'rt  fecure ;  and,  fmce  this  match  of  diine 
"  We  to  the  public  benefit  defign, 
"  A  public  good  Ihall  its  beginning  grace, 
"  And  give  triumphant  omens  of  thy  race.  915 

*•  Thus  fpoke  the  king :  the  happy  youth  bow'd  low: 
«  Modell  and  graceful  his  great  joy  did  fhow; 
«*  The  noble  tafk  well  picas 'd  his  generous  mind, 
"  And  nought  t'  except  againll  it  could  he  find, 
*<  But  that  his  miilrefs'  price  too  cheap  appear'd;  920 
*'  No  danger,  but  her  fcorn  of  it,  he  fear'd. 
"  She  with  much  difi^"erent  fenfe  the  news  receiv'd, 
«  At  her  high  rate  Ihe  trembled,  blu(h'd,  and  grlev'd  ; 
"  'Twas  a  lefs  work  the  conquell  of  his  foes, 
«  Than  to  obtain  her  leave  his  live  t'  expofe.  925 

"  Their  kind  debate  on  this  foft  point  would  prove 
"  Tedious,  and  needlefs,  to  repeat :  if  love 
<'(As  fure  it  has)  e'er  touch'd  your  princely  breaft, 
"  'Twill  to  vour  gentle  thoughts  at  full  fugged 

"  All 
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"  All  that  was  done,  or  faid ;  the  grief,  hope,  fears ; 

"  His  troubled  joys,  and  her  obliging  tears. 

«  In  all  the  pomp  of  paffion's  reign  they  part ; 

"  And  bright  prophetic  forms  enlarge  his  heart : 

"  Vidlory  and  fame,  and  that  more  quick  delight 

**  Of  the  rich  prize  for  which  he  was  to  fight.         935 

*'  Tow'rds  Gath  he  went,  and  in  one  month  (fo  foon 
"  A  fatal  and  a  willing  work  is  done !  ) 
"  A  double  dower,  two  hundred  forcfkins,  brought 
*'  Of  choice  Philiftian  knights  with  whom  he  fought, 
**  Men  that  in  birth  and  valour  did  excel,  940 

**  Fit  for  the  caufe  and  hand  by  which  they  fell. 
"  Now  was  Saul  caught ;  nor  longer  could  delay 
"  The  two  refiftlefs  lovers'  happy  day. 
**  Though  this  day's  coming  long  had  feem'd  and  flow, 
"  Yet  feem'd  its  ftay  as  long  and  tedious  now;       94.5 
"  For,  now  the  violent  weight  of  eager  love 
'♦  Did  with  more  hafte  fo  near  its  centre  move, 
*'  He  curs'd  the  Hops  of  form  and  ftate,  which  lay 
"  In  this  laft  ftage,  like  fcandals,  in  his  way. 

"  On  a  large  gentle  hill  crown'd  with  tall  wood, 
"  Near  where  the  regal  Gabaah  proudly  flood, 
"  A  tent  was  pitch'd,  of  green  wrought  damaflc  made, 
"  And  feem'd  but  the  frelh  foreft's  natural  fliade ; 
"  Various  and  vaft  within,  on  pillars  borne 
"  Of  Shittim-wood,  that  ufefully  adorn.  955 

"  Hither  to  grace  the  nuptial-feaft,  does  Saul 
"  Of  the  twelve  tribes  th'  elders  and  captains  call : 
"  And  all  around  the  idle,  bufy  crowd 
"  With  flaouts  and  bleifmgs  tell  their  joy  aloud. 

T  3  "  Lo ! 
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"  Lo !  the  prefs  breaks,  and  from  their  feveral  homes 

"  In  decent  pride  the  bride  and  bridegroom  comes. 

"  Before  the  bride,  in  a  long  double  row 

"  With  folemn  pace  thirty  choice  virgins  go, 

♦'  And  make  a  moving  galaxy  on  earth  ; 

*'  All  heavenly  beauties,  all  of  higheft  birth  ;  965 

*'  All  clad  in  livelieft  colours,  frefh  and  fair 

"  As  che  bright  flowers  that  crown'd  their  brighter  hair; 

"  All  in  that  new-blown  age  which  does  infpire 

"  Warmth  in  themfelves,  in  their  beholders  fire. 

*'  But  all  this,  and  all  clfe  the  fun  did  e'er,  970 

"  Or  fancy  fee,  in  her  lefs-bounded  fphere, 

"  The  bride  herfelf  out-flione  ;  and  one  would  fay 

"  They  made  but  the  faint  dawn  to  her  full  day. 

"  Behind  a  numerous  train  of  ladies  went, 

"  Who  on  their  drefs  much  fruitlefs  care  had  fpent; 

"  Vain  gems,  and  unregarded  coft,  they  bore, 

"  For  all  men's  eyes  were  ty'd  to  thofe  before. 

*'  The  bridegroom's  flourilhing  troop  fill'd  next  the 

"  place, 
"  With  thirty  comely  youths  of  noble  ft  race, 
"  That  march'd  before ;  and  Heaven  around  his  head 
"  The  graceful  beams  of  joy  and  beauty  fpread. 
"  So  the  glad  ftar,  which  men  and  angels  love, 
■"  Prince  of  the  glorious  hoft  that  fliines  above 
"  (No  light  of  heaven  fo  chearful  or  fo  gay) 
"  Lifts  up  his  facred  lamp,  and  opens  day.  985 

"  The  king  himfelf,  at  the  tent's  crowned  gate, 
**  In  all  his  robes  of  ceiemony'  and  ftate. 


Sate 
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"  Sate  to  receive  the  train ;  on  either  hand 

**  Did  the  high-prieft  and  the  great  prophet  ftand ; 

"  Adriel  behind,  Jonathan,  Abner,  Jefle,  990 

"  And  all  the  chiefs  in  their  due  order  prefs. 

*•  Firft  Saul  declar'd  his  choice,  and  the  juft  caufe 

"  Avow'd  by'  a  general  murmur  of  applaufe; 

«'  Then  fign'd  her  dower;  and  in  few  words  he  pray'd, 

"  And  blell:,  and  gave  the  joyful,  trembling  maid  995 

"  T'  her  lover's  hands;  who,  v/ith  a  chearful  look 

"  And  humble  gefture,  the  vail  prefent  took, 

"  The  nuptial-hymn  ftrait  founds,  and  mufics  play, 

*'  And  feafts  and  balls  fhorten  the  thoughtlefs  day 

*'  To  all  but  to  the  wedded;  till  at  laft  I  coo 

"  The  long-wifh'd  night  did  her  kind  fhadow  call ; 

"  At  laft  th'  ineftimable  hour  was  come 

"  To  lead  his  conquering  prey  in  triumph  home. 

"  T'  a  palace  near,  dreil  for  the  nuptial-bed, 

"  (Part  of  her  dower)  he  his  fair  princefs  led;     1005 

"  Saul,  the  high-prieft,  and  Samuel,  here  they  leave, 

"  Who,  as  they  part,  their  weighty  bleffings  give, 

"  Her  vail  is  now  put  on ;  and  at  the  gate 

"  The  thirty  youths  and  thirty  virgins  wait 

"  With  golden  lamps,  bright  as  the  flames  they  bore, 

"  To  light  the  nuptial-pomp,  and  march  before ; 

"  The  reft  bring  home  in  ftate  the  happy  pair, 

"  To  that  laft  fcene  of  blifs,  and  leave  them  there 

*'  All  thofe  free  joys  infatiably  to  prove, 

♦*  With  which  rich  Beauty  feafts  the  glutton  Love.  I  o  1 5 

"  But  fcarce,  alas  !  the  firft  feven  days  were  paft, 
"  In  which  the  public  nuptial  triumphs  laft, 

1'  4  «  When 
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*'  When  Saul  this  new  alliance  did  repent 

"  (Such  fubtle  cares  his  jealous  thoughts  torment !) 

"  He  cnvy'J  the  good  work  himfelf  had  done  ;     1020 

"  Fear'd  David  lefs,  his  fervant  than  his  fon. 

**  No  longer  his  wild  wrath  could  he  command  ; 

"  He  feeks  to  ftain  his  own  imperial  hand 

"  In  his  fon's  blood ;  and,  that  twice  cheated  too, 

"  With  troops  and  armies  does  one  life  purfue.     1025 

"  Said  I  but  one  !  his  thirfty  rage  extends 

"  To  th'  lives  of  all  his  kindred  and  his  friends ; 

"  Ev'n  Jonathan  had  dy'd  for  being  fo, 

"  Had  not  juft  God  put-by.  th'  unnatural  blow. 

"  You  fee.  Sir,  the  true  caufe  which  brings  us  here : 
*'  No  fullen  difcontent,  or  groundlefs  fear ; 
"  No  guilty  a£l  or  end  calls  us  from  home ; 
"  Only  to  breathe  in  peace  awhile  we  come ; 
**  Ready  to  ferve,  and  in  mean  fpace  to  pray 
"  For  you  who  us  receive,  and  him  who  drives  away." 
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THE       ARGUMENT. 

Moab  carries  his  guefls  to  hunt  at  Nebo ;  in  the  way 
falls  into  difcourfe  with  David,  and  defircs  to  know 
of  him  the  reafons  of  the  change  of  government  in 
Ifrael ;  how  Saul  came  to  the  crown,  and  the  ftory 
of  him  and  Jonathan.  David's  fpeech,  containing 
the  ftate  of  the  commonwealth  under  the  Judges; 
the  motives  for  which  the  people  defired  a  king ;  their 
Deputies'  fpeech  to  Samuel  upon  that  fubjeft,  and  his 
reply.  The  affembling  of  the  people  at  the  taberna- 
cle, to  enquire  God's  pleafure.  God's  fpeech.  The 
charafter  of  Saul ;  his  anointing  by  Samuel,  and 
eledlion  by  lot ;  the  defeftion  of  his  people.  The 
war  of  Nahafh  king  of  Ammon  againft  J  abelh  -Gilead ; 
Saul  and  Jonathan's  relieving  of  the  town.  Jona- 
than's charadler;  his  fmgle  fight  with  Nahalh,  whom 
he  flays,  and  defeats  his  army.  The  confirmation 
of  Saul's  kingdom  at  Gilgal,  and  the  manner  of  Sa- 
muel's quitting  his  ofiice  of  Judge.  The  war  with 
the  Philiftines  at  Macmas  :  their  ftrength,  and  the 
weaknefs  of  Saul's  forces;  his  exercifing  of  the 
prieftly  funftion,  and  the  judgment  denounced  by 
Samuel  againft  him.  Jonathan's  difcourfe  with  his 
Efquire;  their  falling  alone  upon  the  enemy's  out- 
guards  at  Senes,  and  after  upon  the  whole  army;  the 
wonderful  defeat  of  it.  Saul's  rafh  vow,  by  which 
Jonathan  is  to  be  put  to  death,  but  is  faved  by  the 
people. 
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BOOK     IV. 


T  Hough,  ftate  and  kind  difcourfe  thus  robb'd  the 
night 
Of  half  her  natural  and  more  juft  delight, 
Moab  (whom  temperance  did  ftill  vigorous  keep, 
And  regal  cares  had  us'd  to  moderate  fleep) 
Up  with  the  fun  arofe ;  and,  having  thrice  5 

With  lifted  hands  bow'd  towards  his  (hining  rife. 
And  thrice  tow'rds  Phegor,  his  Baal's  holiefl:  hill 
(With  good  and  pious  prayers,  directed  ill) 
Call'd  to  the  chace  his  friends,  who  for  him  ftay'd; 
The  glad  dogs  bark'd,  the  chearful  horfes  neigh'd.  10 
Moab  his  chariot  mounts,  drawn  by  four  fteeds. 
The  beft  and  noblell  that  frefb  Zerith  breeds. 
All  white  as  fnovv,  and  fpriteful  as  the  light. 
With  fcarlet  trapt,  and  foaming  gold  they  bite. 
He  into  it  young  David  with  him  took,  15 

Did  with  refpedl  and  wonder  on  him  look 
Since  laft  night's  ftory,  and  with  greedier  ear 
The  man,  of  whom  fo  much  he  heard,  did  hear. 
The  well-born  youth  of  all  his  flourifhing  court 
March  gay  behind,  and  joyful,  to  the  fport  j  20 

Some 
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Some  arm'd  with  bows,  fome  with  ftraight  javelins,  ride ; 
Rich  {"words  and  gilded  quivers  grace  their  fide. 
'Midft  the  fair  troop  David's  tall  brethren  rode. 
And  Joab,  comely  as  a  fancied  god ; 
They  entertain'd  th'  attentive  Moab  lords  25 

With  loofe  and  various  talk  that  chance  affords, 
Whilft  they  pac'd  flowly  on ;  but  the  wife  king 
Did  David's  tongue  to  weightier  fubjefts  bring. 
*'  Much,"  faid  the  king,  "  much  I  to  Joab  owe, 
*'  For  the  fair  pidure  drawn  by  him  of  you  ;  30 

"  Twas  drawn  in  little,  but  did  afts  exprefs 
"  So  great,  that  largeft  hiftories  are  lefs. 
•'  I  fee,  methinks,  the  Gathian  monfter  ftill ; 
"  His  fhape  laft  night  my  mindful  dreams  did  fill. 
**  Strange  tyrant  Saul,  with  envy  to  purfue  35 

"  The  praife  of  deeds  whence  his  own  fafety  grew ! 
*'  I  've  heard  (but  who  can  think  it  ?)  that  his  fon 
"  Has  his  life's  hazard  for  your  friendfhip  run  ; 
"  His  matchlefs  fon,  whofe  worth  (if  fame  be  true)  ; 
*'  Lifts  him  'bove  all  his  countrymen  but  you,  40 

"  With  whom  it  makes  him  one."    Low  David  bows. 
But  no  reply  Moab's  fwift  tongue  allows. 
"  And  pray,  kind  gueft  !  whilft  we  ride  thus,"  fays  he 
"  (To  gameful  Nebo  ftill  three  leagues  there  be) 
"  The  llory  of  your  royal  friend  relate,  45 

"  And  his  ungovern'd  fire's  imperious  fate ; 
*•  Why  your  great  State  that  namelefs  family  chofe, 
"  And  by  what  fteps  to  Ifracl's  throne  they  rofe." 
He  faid:  and  David  thus:  "From  Egypt's  land 
•<  You  've  heard,  Sir,  by  what  llrong  unarmed  hand   50 

"  Our 
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«*  Our  fathers  came,  Mofes  their  facred  guide ; 
"  But  he  in  fight  of  the  given  country  dy'd ; 
*'  His  fatal  promis'd  Canaan  was  on  high, 
"  And  Jofhua's  fword  muft  th'  adive  rodfupply: 
"  It  did  fo,  and  did  wonders.  55 

•'  From  facred  Jordan  to  the  Weftem  main, 
"  From  well-clad  Libanus  to  the  Southern  plain 
"  Of  naked  fands,  his  winged  conquefls  went; 
"  And  thirty  kings  to  hell  uncrown'd  he  fent. 
"  Almoft  four  hundred  years,  from  him  to  Saul,      Go 
"  In  too  much  freedom  pall,  or  foreign  thrall. 
"  Oft  flrangers'  iron  fceptres  bruis'd  the  land 
"  (Such  Hill  are  thofe  borne  by  a  conquering  hand) ; 
"  Oft  pitying  God  did  well-form'd  fpirits  raife, 
*'  Fit  for  the  toilfome  bufmefs  of  their  days,  6^ 

"  To  free  the  groaning  nation,  and  to  give 
"  Peace  firft,  and  then  the  rules  in  peace  to  live. 
"  But  they  whofe  ftamp  of  power  did  chiefly  lie 
"  In  charafters  too  fine  for  moll  men's  eye, 
"  Graces  and  gifts  divine  ; — not  painted  bright        70 
"  With  ftate  to  awe  dull  minds,  and  force  t'  affright  ;— 
"  Were  ill  obey'd  whilll  living,  and  at  death 
"  Their  rules  and  pattern  vaniih'd  with  their  breath. 
"  The  hungry  rich  all  near  them  did  devour ; 
**  I'heir  judge  was  Appetite,  and  their  law  was  Power. 
"  Not  Want  itfelf  could  luxury  reftrain ; 
*'  For  what  that  emptied.  Rapine  fill'd  again. 
*'  Robbery  the  field,  Oppreffion  fack'd  the  town ; 
"  What  the  Sword's  reaping  fpar'd,  was  glean'd  by  th' 
"  Gown. 

"At 
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«*  At  courts,  and  feats  of  juftice,  to  complain,  2o 

*'  Was  to  be  robb'd  more  vexingly  again. 

*'  Nor  was  their  Luft  lefs  adtive  or  lefs  bold, 

"  Amidft  this  rougher  fearch  of  blood  and  gold ; 

«  Weak  beauties  they  corrupt,  and  force  the  ftrong ; 

*'  The  pride  of  old  men  that,  and  this  of  young.      85 

"  You  'ave  heard  perhaps.  Sir,  of  lewd  Gibeah's  (hame, 

**  Which  Hebrew  tongues  ftill  tremble  when  they  name : 

**  Alarmed  all  by  one  fair  ftranger's  eyes, 

"  As  to  a  fudden  war,  the  town  does  rife, 

"  Shaking  and  pale,  half-dead  ere  they  begin  90 

*'  The  ftrange  and  wanton  tragedy  of  their  fm : 

"  All  their  wild  lulls  they  force  her  to  fuftain, 

*'  Till  by  fhame,  forrow,  wearinefs,  and  pain, 

"  She  midll  their  loath'd  and  cruel  kindnefs  dies  j 

"  Of  monflrous  luft  the  innocent  facrilice.  9^ 

"  This  did,  'tis  true,  a  civil  war  create 

"  (The  frequent  curfe  of  our  loofe-govern'd  ftate)  ; 

«  All  Gibeah's,  and  all  JabeHi'  blood  it  coft; 

"  Near  a  whole  tribe,  and  future  kings,  we  loft. 

**  Firm  in  this  general  earthquake  of  the  land,        100 

"  How  could  religion,  its  main  pillar,  ftand  ? 

"  Proud  and  fond  man  his  Father's  worlhip  hates, 

*'  Himfelf,  God's  creature,  his  own  god  creates  ! 

**  Hence  in  each  houftiold  feveral  deities  grew, 

"  And  when  no  old  one  pleas'd,  they  fram'd  a  new:  105 

"  The  only  land  which  ferv'd  but  One  before, 

"  Did  th'  only  then  all  nations'  gods  adore. 

*'  They  ferv'd  their  gods  at  firft,  and  foon  their  kings 

"  (Their  choice  of  that  this  latter  flavery  brings) ; 

"  TUI 
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*'  Till  fpecial  men,  arm'd  with  God's  warrant,  broke 

"  By  juileft  force  th'  unjuftly-forced  yoke; 

"  All  matchlefs  perfons,  and  thrice  worthy  they 

"  Of  power  more  great,  or  lands  more  apt  t'  obey. 

"  At  laft  the  priefthood  join'd,  in  Ithamar's  fon, 

"  More  weight  and  luftre  to  the  fceptre  won ;         115 

"  But,  whilft  mild  Eli  and  good  Samuel  were 

"  Bufied  with  age,  and  th'  altar's  facred  care, 

"  To  their  wild  fons  they  their  high  charge  commit, 

"  Who'  expofe  to  fcorn  and  hate  both  them  and  it. 

"  Eli's  curs'd  houfeth'  exemplar  vengeance  bears  120 

♦'  Of  all  their  blood,  and  all  fad  Ifrael's  tears; 

*'  His  fons  abroad,  hlmfelf  at  home,  lies  flain ; 

"  Ifrael  's  captiv'd,  God's  ark  and  law  are  ta'en. 

"  Thus  twice  are  nations  by  ill  princes  vex'd, 

"  They  fufFer  By  them  firft,  and  For  them  next.     125 

*'  Samuel  fucceeds; — fxnce  Mofes,  none  before 

"  So  much  of  God  in  his  bright  bofom  bore. 

"  In  vain  our  arms  Phililtian  tyrants  feiz'd ; 

"  Heaven's  magazines  he  open'd  when  he  pleas'd: 

"  He  rains  and  wind  for  auxiliaries  brought;  130 

*♦  He  mufter'd  flames  and  thunders  when  he  fought- 

"  Thus  thirty  years  with  ftrong  and  fteady  hand 

"  He  held  th'  unlhaken  balance  of  the  land ; 

"  At  laft  his  fons  th'  indulgent  father  chofe 

"  To  fhare  that  ftate  which  they  were  born  to  lofe : 

"  Their  hateful  adls  that  change's  birth  did  hafte, 

"  Which  had  long  growth  i'  th'  womb  of  ages  paft. 

"  To  this  (for  ftill  were  fome  great  periods  fet, 

"  There  's  a  ftrong  knot  of  feveral  caufes  met) 

♦'The 
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*♦  The  threats  concurr'd  of  a  rough  neighbouring  war; 
*'  A  mighty  ftorm  long  gathering  from  afar ; 
"  For  Ammon,  heighten'd  with  mix'd  nations*  aid, 
"  Like  torrents  fwoln  with  rain,  prepar'd  the  land  t'  in- 
*'  Samuel  was  old,  and,  by  his  fons'  ill  choice,    [vade. 
"  Turn'd  dotard  in  th'  unfiiilful  vulgar's  voice  ;     145 
"  His  fons  fo  fcorn'd  and  hated,  that  the  land 
*'  Nor  hop'd,  nor  wiih'd,  a  vidory  from  their  hand. 
*'  Thefe  were  the  juft  and  faultlefs  caufes  why 
"  The  general  voice  did  for  a  Monarch  cry ; 
**  But  God  ill  grains  did  in  this  incenfe  fmell;         150 
*'  Wrapp'd  in  fair  leaves  he  faw  the  canker  dwell : 
"  A  mutinous  itch  of  change  ;  a  dull  defpair 
**  Of  helps  divine,  oft  prov'd  ;  a  f^iithlefs  care 
"  Of  common  means  ;  the  pride  of  heart  and  fcorn 
"  Of  th'  humble  yoke  under  low  Judges  borne.      155 
*'  They  faw  the  ftate  and  glittering  pomp  which  blell 
"  In  vulgar  fenfe  the  fceptres  of  the  Eall ; 
«'  They  faw  not  power's  true  fource,  and  fcorn'd  t'  obey 
"  Perfons  that  look'd  no  dreadfuller  than  they ; 
*'  They  mifs'd  courts,  guards,  a  gay  and  numerous 
"  train —  160 

"  Our  Judges,  like  their  laws,  were  rude  and  plain  :— 
**  On  an  old  bench  of  wood,  her  feat  of  ftate 
"  Beneath  the  well-known  palm,  wife  Deborah  fate ; 
"  Her  maids  with  comely  diligence  round  her  fpun, 
"  And  fhe  too,  when  the  pleadings  there  were  done : 
"  With  tlie  fame  goad  Shamgar  his  oxen  drives 
«*  Which  took,  tlic  fun  before,  fix  hundred  lives 

•'  From 
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"  From  his  fham'd  foes:  he  midfl;  his  work  dealt  laws ; 
"  And  oft  was  his  plough  llopp'd  to  hear  a  caufe  : 
"  Nor  did  great  Gideon  his  old  flail  difdain,  170 

"  After  won  fields,  fack'd  towns,  and  princes  (lain; 
"  His  fceptre  that,  and  Ophra's  threfhing-floor 
*'  The  feat  and  emblem  of  his  juftice  bore. 
*'  What  fhould  I  J  air,  the  happieft  father,  name  ? 
"  Or  mournful  Jephtha,  known  no  lefs  to  fame      175 
"  For  the  moft  wretched  ?  Both  at  once  did  keep 
"  The  mighty  flocks  of  Ifrael  and  their  fheep. 
"  Oft  from  the  field  in  hafte  they  fummon'd  were 
"  Some  weighty  foreign  embafly  to  hear  ; 
"  They  call  'd  their  flaves,  their  fons,  and  friends,  around, 
"  Who  all  at  feveral  cares  were  fcatter'd  found ; 
*'  They  wafli'd  their  feet,  their  only  gown  put  on, 
"  And  this  chief  work  of  ceremony  was  done. 
"  Thefe  reafons,  and  all  elfe  that  could  be  faid, 
"  In  a  ripe  hour  by  faflious  elequence  fpread  1 85 

"  Through  all  the  tribes,  make  all  defire  a  king ; 
"  And  to  their  Judge  feledted  deputies  bring 
"  This  harfh  demand ;  which  Nacol  for  the  reft 
"  (A  bold  and  artful  mouth)  thus  with  much  grace 
"  exprefs'd: — 

"  We  're  come,  moft  facred  Judge  !  to  pay  th'  arrears 
"  Of  much-ow'd  thanks,  for  the  bright  thirty  years 
"  Of  your  juft  reign;  and  at  your  feet  to  lay 
"  All  that  our  grateful  hearts  can  weakly  pay 
"  In  unproportion'd  words ;  for  you  alone 
"  The  not  unfit  reward,  who  feek  for  none.  195 

Vol.  Vlil.  V  "  Bar, 
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'•  But,  when  our  forepaft  ills  we  call  to  mind, 

*'  And  fadly  think  how  little  's  left  behind 

*'  Of  your  important  life,  whofe  fudden  date 

**  Would  difmherit  th'  unprovided  Hate ; 

**  When  we  confider  how  unjuft  'tis,  you,  200 

**  Who  ne'er  of  power  more  than  the  burden  knew, 

"  At  once  the  weight  of  that  and  age  (hould  have 

**  (Your  ftooping  days  prefs'd  doubly  towards  the  grave) ; 

"  When  we  behold  by  Amnion's  youthful  rage, 

"  Proud  in  th'  advantage  of  your  peaceful  age,      205 

"  And  all  th'  united  Eall,  our  fall  confpir'd; 

"  And  that  your  fons,  whom  chiefly  we  defir'd 

**  As  {lamps  of  you,  in  your  lov'd  room  to  place, 

"  By  unlike  afts  that  noble  ftamp  deface ; 

*<  Midft  thefe  new  fears  and  ills  we  're  forc'd  to  fly 

*<  T'  a  new,  and  yet  unpraftis'd,  remedy  ; 

**  A  new  one,  but  long  promis'd,  and  foretold 

*'  By  Mofes,  and  to  Abraham  fliown  of  old ; 

*'  A  prophecy  long  forming  in  the  womb 

"  Of  teeming  years,  and  now  to  ripenefs  come.      2 1 5 

"  This  remedy  's  a  King ;  for  this  we  all 

"  With  an  infpir'd  and  zealous  union  call : 

**  And,  in  one  found  when  all  men's  voices  join, 

**  The  muAc  's  tun'd,  no  doubt,  by  hand  divine : 

"  'Tis  God  alone  fpeaks  a  whole  nation's  voice ;    220 

**  That  is  his  public  language ;  but  the  choice 

•*  Of  what  Peculiar  head  that  crown  muft  bear, 

•*  From  you,  who  his  Peculiar  organ  are, 

*'  We'  expeft  to  hear:  the  people  Ihall  to  you 

•*  Their  king,  the  Iduig  his  crown  and  people,  owe. 

"  To 


D  A  V  I  D  E  I  S.     Book  IV.         291 

*'  To  your  great  name  what  luftre  will  it  bring 

*'  T'  have  been  our  Judge, and  to  have  made  our  King ! 

"  He  bow'd,  and  ended  here ;  and  Samuel  ftrait, 
"  Paufmg  awhile  at  this  great  quelHon's  weight, 
"  With  a  grave  figh,  and  with  a  thoughtful  eye,    230 
"  That  more  of  care  than  paffion  did  defcry, 
"  Calmly  replies — You  're  furc  the  iirft,  faid  he,' 
*'  Of  freeborn  men  that  begg'd  for  flavery. 
"  I  fear,  my  friends,  with  heavenly  manna  fed, 
"  (Our  old  forefathers'  crime)  we  lufl  for  bread.  235 
"  Long  fmce  by  God  from  bondage  drawn,  I  fear, 
"  We  build  anew  th'  Egyptian  brick-kiln  here. 
"  Cheat  not  yourfelves  with  words;  for,  though  a  King 
"  Be  the  mild  name,  a  Tyrant  is  the  thing. 
*'  Let  his  power  loofe,  and  you  fhall  quickly  fee     240 
**  How  mild  a  thing  unbounded  man  will  be. 
"  He  '11  lead  you  forth  your  hearts'  cheap  blood  to  fpill, 
"  Where'er  his  guidelefs  paffion  leads  his  wUl : 
*'  Ambition,  lull,  or  fpleen,  his  wars  will  raife; 
"  Your  lives'  beft  price  his  thirft  of  wealth  or  praife: 
"  Your  ablefl:  fons  for  his  proud  guards  he  '11  take, 
*'  And  by  fuch  hands  your  yoke  more  grievous  make : 
"  Your  daughters  and  dear  wives  he  '11  force  away; 
"  His  luxury  fome,  and  fome  his  lufl,  t'  obey : 
"  His  idle  friends  your  hungry  toils  ftiall  eat,         250 
**  Drink  your  rich  wine.=;,  mbc'd  with  your  blood  and 

"  fvveat. 
"  Then  you  '11  all  figh,  but  fighs  will  treafons  be; 
"  And  not  your  gr/efs  themfelves,  or  looks,  be  free : 

U  2  «  Robb'd 
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"  Robb'd  ev'n  of  hopes,  when  you  thefe  ills  fuftain, 

"  Your  watery  eyes  you  '11  then  turn  back  in  vain  255 

"  On  your  old  Judges,  and  perhaps  on  me, 

"  Nay,  ev'n  my  fons,  howe'er  they'  unhappy  be 

"  In  your  difpleafure  now ;  not  that  I  'd  clear 

"  Their  guilt,  or  mine  own  innocence  indcar : 

"  Witnefs  th'  unutterable  Name,  there  's  nought  260 

"  Of  private  ends  into  this  queftion  brought. 

"  But  why  this  yoke  on  your  own  necks  to  draw  ? 

"  Why  man  your  God,  and  paffion  made  your  Law  ? 

"  Methinks  (thus  Moab  interrupts  him  here) 
«  The  good  old  feer  'gainft  Kings  was  too  fevere.    265 
"  'Tis  jeft  to  tell  a  people  that  they  're  free  ; 
"  Who,  or  How  many,  (hall  their  mafters  be 
**  Is  the  fole  doubt;  laws  guide,  but  cannot  reign ; 
"  And,  though  they  bind  not  kings,  yet  they  reitrain. 
*'  I  dare  affirm  (fo  much  I  truft  their  love)  270 

"  That  no  one  Moabite  would  his  fpeech  approve. 
"  But,  pray  go  on. — 'I'is  true.  Sir,  he  replies ; 
"  Yet  men  whom  age  and  aftion  render  wife 
"  So  much  great  changes  fear,  that  they  believe 
*•  All  evils  will,  which  may,  from  them  arrive.       275 
"  On  men  refolv'd  thefe  threats  were  fpent  in  vain ; 
"  All  that  his  power  or  eloquence  could  obtain 
"  Was,  to  enquire  God's  v.ill  ere  they  proceed 
"  T'  a  work  that  would  fo  much  his  blcfling  need. 
"  A  folemn  day  for  this  great  v.'ork  is  fet,  2S0 

«  And  at  tli'  anointed  tent  all  Ifrael  met 
"  Expeft  th'  event ;  below,  fair  bullocks  fry 
«  In  hallow'd  flames  j  above,  dure  mount  on  high 

"  The 
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•'"  The.  precious  clouds  of  incenfe  ;  and,  at  laft, 

"  The  fprinkling,  prayers,  and  all  due  honours,  paft, 

"  Lo  !  we  the  I'acred  bells  o'  th'  fudden  hear, 

"  And  in  mild  pomp  grave  Samuel  does  appear. 

"  His  ephod,  mitre,  well-cut  diadem,  on ; 

"  Th'  oraculous  ftones  on  his  rich  breaft-pLite  fhone. 

"  Tow'rds  the  blue  curtains  of  God's  holieft  place  290 

"  (The  temple's  bright  third  heaven)  he  turn'd  his  face  ; 

"  Thrice  bow'd  he,  thrice  the  folemn  mufic  play'd, 

"  And  at  third  reft  thus  the  great  prophet  pray'd  :— 

"  Almighty  God,  to  whom  all  men  that  be 
"  Owe  all  they  have,  yet  none  fo  much  as  we ;       295 
"  Who,  though  thou  fiirft  the  fpacious  world  alone, 
"  Thy  too-fmall  court,  haft  made  this  place  thy  throne ; 
"  With  humble  knees,  and  humbler  hearts,  lo  !  here, 
"  Bleft  Abraham's  feed  implores  thy  gracious  ear; 
"  Hear  them,  great  God  !  and  thy  juft  will  infpire  ; 
"  From  Thee,  their  long-known  King,  they'  a  King 

"  defire. 
"  Some  gracious  figns  of  thy  good  pleafure  fend ; 
"  Which,  lo  !  with  fouls  refign'd,  we  humbly  here  at- 
"  tend. 

"  He  fpoke,  and  thrice  he  bow'd,  and  all  about 
"  Silence  and  reverend  horror  feiz'd  the  rout;        305 
*'  The  whole  tent  fliakes,  the  flames  on  th'  altar  by 
"  In  thick  dull  rolls  mount  flow  and  heavily ; 
*'  The  kven  lamps  wink;  and,  what  does  moft  difmay, 
"  Th'  oraculous  gums  fliut-in  their  natural  day : 
"  The  ruby's  cheek  grew  pale;  the  emerald  by     310 
"  Faded;  a  cloud  o'ercaft  the  fapphir's  fky; 

U  3  «  The 
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«  The  diamond's  eye  look'd  fleepy ;  and  fwift  night, 
**  Of  all  thofe  little  funs  eclips'd  the  light : 
**  Sad  figns  of  God's  dread  anger  for  our  fm:  — 
"  But  ftrait  a  wondrous  brightnefs  from  within       3  1 5 
"  Strook  through  the  curtains ;  for  no  earthly  cloud 
*'  Could  thofe  ftrong  beams  of  heavenly  glory  fliroud ; 
*'  The  altar's  fire  burn'd  pure,  and  every  ftone 
•*  Their  radiant  parent  the  gay  fun  out-fhone ; 
"  Beauty  th'  illuftrious  vifion  did  impart  320 

**  To  every  face,  and  joy  to  every  heart ; 
*'  In  glad  efFeds  God's  prefence  thus  appear'd, 
"  And  thus  in  wondrous  founds  his  voice  was  heard :  — 
"  This  ftubborn  land  fins  ftill,  nor  is  it  Thee,  but  Us 
**  (Who  'ave  been  fo  long  their  King)  they  fcek  to  c.ift 

"off  thus;  325 

"  Five  hundred  rolling  years  hath  this  ftiff  nation  ftrove 
"  T'  exhauft  the  boundlcfs  ftores  of  our  unfathom'd 

"  love. 
*'  Be  't  fo  then;  yet  once  more  are  we  refolv'd  to  try 
**  T'  outweary  them  through  all  their  fms'  variety : 
*'  AfTemble,  ten  days  hence,  the  numerous  people  here, 
*•  To  draw  the  royal  lot  which  our  hid  mark  (hall  bear. 
*'  Difmifs  them  now  in  peace ;  but  their  next  crime 

«  fhall  bring 
•'  Ruin  without  redrefs  on  them,  and  on  their  king. 
"  Th'  Almighty  fpoke ;  th'  aftonifti'd  people  part 
"  With  various  ftamps  imprefs'd  on  every  heart :  335 
**  Some  their  demand  repented,  others  prais'd; 
**  Some  had  no  thoughts  at  all,  but  flar'd  and  gaz'd, 

"  There 
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"  There  dwelt  a  man,  nam'd  Cis,  in  Gibeah  town, 
**  For  wifdom  much,  and  much  for  courage,  known; 
"  More  for  his  Ion;  his  mighty  fon  was  Saul,         340 
"  Whom  nature,  ere  the  lots,  t'  a  throne  did  call. 
"  He  was  much  prince,  and  when,  or  wherefoe'er, 
"  His  birth  had  been,  then  had  he  reign'd,  and  there. 
"  Such  beauty,  as  great  ftrength  thinks  no  difgrace, 
"  Smil'd  in  the  manly  features  of  his  face;  345 

*♦  His  large,  black  eyes,  fill'd  with  a  fpriteful  light, 
*'  Shot  forth  fuch  lively  and  illuftrious  night, 
"  As  the  fun-beams,  on  jet  refledling,  fhow  ; 
"  His  hair,  as  black,  in  long  curl'd  waves  did  flow ; 
"  His  tall  llraight  body  amidft  thoufands  flood,       350 
"  Like  fome  fair  pine  o'erlooking  all  th'  ignobler  wood. 
"  Of  all  our  rural  fports  he  was  the  pride ; 
"  So  fwift,  fo  ftrong,  fo  dextrous,  none  beflde. 
"  Reft  was  his  toil,  labours  his  luft  and  game ; 
"  No  natural  wants  could  his  fierce  diligence  tame, 
*'  Not  thirft  nor  hunger ;  he  would  journeys  go 
"  Through  raging  heats,  and  take  repofe  in  fnow. 
"  His  foul  was  ne'er  unbent  from  weighty  care; 
"  But  aclive  as  fome  mind  that  turns  a  fphere. 
"  His  way  once  chofe,  he  forward  thruft  outright,  360 
"  Nor  ftep'd  aflde  for  dangers  or  delight. 
"  Yet  was  he  wife  all  dangers  to  forefee ; 
"  But  born  t'  affright,  and  not  to  fear,  was  he. 
"  His  wit  was  ftrong,  not  fine;  and  on  his  tongue 
"  An  artlefs  grace,  above  all  eloquence,  hung.        365 
"  Thefe  virtues  too  the  rich  unufual  drefs 
"  Of  modefly  adorn'd,  and  humblenefs; 

U  4  "  Like 
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"  Like  a  rich  varnilli  o'er  fair  piftures  laid, 

"  More  frefh  and  lading  they  the  colours  rr.ade. 

"  Till  power  and  violent  fortune,  which  did  find     370 

*'  No  {lop  or  bound,  o'crwhelin'd  no  lefs  his  mind, 

"  Did,  deluge-like,  the  natural  forms  deface, 

"  And  brought  forth  unknown  monfters  in  their  place. 

*'  Forbid  it,  God !  my  mailer's  fpots  fhould  be, 

«  Were  they  not  feen  by  all,  difclos'd  by  me  !        375 

**  But  fuch  he  was ;  and  now  to  Ramah  went 

*'  (So  God  difpos'd)  with  a  ftrange,  low  intent. 

"  Great  God  !  he  went  loft  afles  to  enquire, 

"  And  a  fmall  prefent,  his  fmall  queftion's  hire, 

**  Brought  fimply  with  him,  to  tliat  man  to  give,    380 

*•  FromwhomhighHeaven's  chief  gifts  he  muft  receive:- 

**  Strange  play  of  Fate  !  when  mightieft  human  things 

"  Hang  on  fuch  fmall,  imperceptible  ftrings  I 

**  'Twas  Samuel's  birth-day ;  a  glad  annual  feaft 

"  All  Rama  kept;  Samuel  his  wondering  gueft      385 

**  Witli  fuch  refpeft  leads  to  it,  and  does  grace 

"  With  the  choice  meats  0*  th'  feaft,  and  higheft  place; 

•'  Which  done,  him  forth  alone  the  prophet  brings, 

"  And  feafts  his  ravifh'd  ears  with  nobler  things : 

"  Ke  tells  the  mighty  fate  to  him  affign'd,  390 

*'  And  with  great  rules  hll'd  his  capacious  mind  j 

"  Then  takes  the  facred  vial,  and  does  fhed 

"  A  crown  of  myftic  drops  around  his  head ; 

"  Drops  of  tJiat  royal  moifture  which  does  know 

"  No  mixture,  and  difdains  the  place  below.  395 

*'  Soon  comes  the  kingly  day,  and  with  it  brings 

*•  A  new  account  of  time  upon  liis  wings. 

"  The 
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"  The  people  met,  the  rites  and  prayers  all  paft, 

"  Behold  !   the  heaven-inftrufted  lot  is  caft ; 

"  'Tis  taught  by  Heaven  its  way,  and  cannot  mifs ;  400 

"  Forth  Benjamin,  forth  leaps  the  houfe  of  Cis : 

«  As  glimmering  ftars,  juft  at  th'  approach  of  day, 

"  Cafliier'd  by  troops,  at  lafl:  drop  all  away ; 

"  By  fuch  degrees  all  men's  bright  hopes  are  gone, 

"  And,  like  the  fun,  Saul's  lot  fliines  all  alone.       405 

"  Ev'n  here  perhaps  the  people's  fhout  was  heard, 

"  The  loud  long  Ihout,  when  God's  fair  choice  appear 'd: 

"  Above  the  whole  vaft  throng  he'  appear'd  fo  tall, 

"  As  if  by  Nature  made  for  th'  head  of  all ; 

"  So  full  of  grace  and  ftate,  that  one  might  know  410 

*'  'Twas  fome  wife  eye  the  blind  lot  guided  fo : 

"  But  blind  unguided  lots  have  more  of  choice 

"  And  conftancy  than  the  flight  vulgar's  voice. 

"  Ere  yet  the  crown  of  facred  oil  is  dry, 

"  Whilll  echoes  yet  preferve  the  joyful  cry,  415 

"  Some  grow  enrag'd  their  own  vain  hopes  to  mifs, 

"  Some  envy  Saul,  fome  fcorn  the  houfe  of  Cis : 

"  Some  their  firft  mutinous  wifh,  '  a  King  !'  repent, 

"  As  if,  fmce  that,  quite  fpoil'd  by  God's  confent: 

"  Few  to  this  prince  their  firft  juft  duties  pay;        420 

*'  All  leave  the  old,  but  few  the  new  obey. 

"  Thus  changes  man,  but  God  is  conftant  ftill 

"  To  thofe  eternal  grounds  that  mov'd  his  will; 

"  And,  though  he  yielded  firft  to  them,  'tis  fit 

«'  That  ftubborn  men  at  laft  to  him  fubmit.  42c 

"  As  midft  the  main  a  low  fmall  ifland  lies, 
"  AftViukcd  round  with  ilormy  feas  and  ikies, 

«  Whilft 
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"  Whilft  the  poor  hcartlefs  natives,  every  hour, 

*'  Darknefs  and  noire  leem  ready  to  devour ; 

"  Such  Ifrael's  flate  appear'd,  whilfl  o'er  the  weft  430 

«  PhililHan  clouds  hung  threatening,  and  from  th'  call 

"  All  nations'  wrath  into  one  tempeft  joins, 

"  Through  which  proud  Nahalh  like  fierce  liglitning 

"  Ihines ; 
«  Tygris  and  Nile  to  his  afliftance  fend, 
"  And  waters  to  fwoln  Jaboc's  torrent  lend;  435 

«  Seir,  Edom,  Soba,  Amalek,  add  their  force ; 
*'  Up  with  them  march  the  three  Arabias'  horfe; 
"  And,  'mongft  all  thefe,  none  more  their  hope  or  pride, 
«*  Than  thofe  few  troops  your  warlike  land  fupply'd. 
**  Around  weak  Jabefh  this  vaft  holl  does  lie,         440 
**  Difdains  a  dry  and  bloodlefs  victory. 
"  The  hopelefs  town  for  flavery  does  intreat; 
''  But  barbarous  Nahalh  thinks  that  grace  too  great; 
*'  He  (his  firft  tribute)  their  right  eyes,  demands, 
**  And  with  their  faces'  fliame  difarms  their  hands.  445 
"  If  unreliev'd  feven  days  by  Ifrael's  aid, 
"  This  bargain  for  o'er-rated  life  is  made, 
*'  Ah,  mighty  God  1  let  tliine  owji  Ifrael  be 
**  Quite  blind  itfelf,  ere  this  reproach  it  fee  ! 

"  By'  his  wanton  people  the  new  king  forfook,  450 
"  To  homely,  rural  cares  himfelf  betook ; 
*'  In  private  plenty  liv'd,  without  the  ftate, 
*'  Luftre,  and  noife,  due  to  a  public  fate. 
"  Whilft  he  his  flaves  and  cattle  follows  home, 
"  Lo  !  the  fad  meflengers,  from  Jabclh  come,       455 

**  Implore 
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*'  Implore  his  help,  and  weep,  as  if  they  meant 

*'  That  way  at  leaft  proud  Nahafh  to  prevent. 

"  Mov'd  with  a  kingly  wrath,  his  Uriel  command 

«  He  iflues  forth  t'  afiemble  all  the  land ; 

*'  He  threatens  high,  and  difobedient  they,  460 

"  Wak'd  by  fuch  princely  terrors,  learnt  t'  obey. 

"  A  mighty  hoft  is  rds'd;  th'  important  caufe 

*'  Age  from  their  reft,  youth  from  their  pleafure,  draws; 

"  Arm'd  as  unfurnifh'd  hafte  could  them  provide; 

*'  But  conduft,  courage,  anger,  that  fupply'd.         465 

«  All  night  they  march,  and  are  at  tli'  early  dawn 

*'  On  Jabefti'  heath  in  three  fair  bodies  drawn : 

*'  Saul  did  himfelf  the  fir  ft  and  ftrongeft  band, 

"  His  fon  the  next,  Abner  the  third,  command. — 

*'  But  pardon.  Sir,  if,  naming  Saul's  great  fon,       47^ 

**  I  ftop  with  him  awhile  ere  I  go  on.-— 

"  This  is  that  Jonathan,  the  joy  and  grace, 
«  The  beautifull'ft  and  beft,  of  human  race ; 
"  That  Jonathan,  in  whom  does  mix'd  remain 
"  All  that  kind  mothers'  wifhes  can  contain !  j^j-c 

*'  His  courage  fuch  as  it  no  ftop  can  know, 
*'  And  viftory  gains  by'  aftonifliing  the  foe-; 
*'  With  lightning's  force  his  enemies  it  confounds, 
**  And  melts  their  hearts  ere  it  the  bofora  wounds ; 
"  Yet  he  the  conquer'd  with  fuch  fweetnefs  gains,  48^ 
♦'  As  captive  lovers  find  in  beauty's  chains : 
*'  In  war,  the  adverfe  troops  he  does  affail 
♦*  Like  an  impetuous  ftorm  of  wind  and  hail ; 
*'  In  peace,  like  gcntleft  dew  that  does  afTwage 
♦*  Tiie  burning  months,  and  temper  Syrius'  rage ;    485 

"  Kind 
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"  Kind  as  the  fun's  bleft  influence  ;  and,  where'er 
"  He  comes,  plenty  and  joy  attend  him  there  : 
*'  To  help  fcems  all  his  power;  his  wealth,  to  give ; 
"  To  do  much  good,  his  folc  prerogative: 
•'  And  yet  this  general  bounty  of  his  mind,  45c 

"  That  with  wide  arms  embraces  all  mankind, 
"  Such  artful  prudence  does  to  each  divide ; 
"  With  different  meafures  all  are  fatisfy'd; 
*'  Juft  as  wife  God  his  plenteous  manna  dealt; 
*'  Some  gatlier'd  more,  but  want  by  none  was  felt.  495 
"  To  all  relations  their  juft  rights  he  pays, 
"  And  worth's  reward  above  its  claim  does  raife : 
"  The  tendereft  huft)and,  mafter,  father,  fon, 
"  And  all  thofe  parts  by'  his  friendftiip  far  outdone ; 
*'  His  love  to  friends  no  bound  or  rule  does  know,    500 
**  What  he  to  Heaven,  all  that  to  him  they  ow-e. 
"  Keen  as  his  fword,  and  pointed,  is  his  wit ; 
"  His  judgment,  like  beft  armour,  ftrong  and  fit ; 
*«  And  fuch  an  eloquence  to  both  thefe  does  join, 
"  As  makes  in  both  beauty -in^^  ufe  combine;        505 
*'  Through  which  a  noble  tinfture  does  appear 
"  By  learning  and  choice  books  imprinted  there : 
"  As  well  he  knows  all  times  and  perfons  gone, 
"  As  he  himfelf  to  th'  future  fhall  be  known : 
"But  his  chief  ftudy  is  God's  facred  law,  510 

"  And  all  his  life  does  comments  on  it  drnw ; — 
*'  As  never  more  by  Heaven  to  man  was  given, 
"  So  never  more  was  paid  by  man  to  Heaven.— 
"  And  all  thefe  virtues  were  to  ripenefs  grown, 
"  Ere  yet  his  flower  of  youth  was  fully  blown  ;      515 

"  All 
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«  All  autumn's  ftore  did  his  rich  fpring  adorn ; 

«  Like  trees  in  paradife,  he  with  fruit  was  born. 

"  Such  is  his  foul;  and  if,  as  fome  men  tell, 

"  Souls  form  and  build  thofe    manfions  where  they 

"  dwell, 
"  Whoe'er  but  fees  his  body  muft  confefs,  520 

"  The  architect,  no  doubt,  could  be  no  lefs. 
"  From  Saul  his  growth  and  manly  ftrength  he  took, 
"  ChaiHs'd  by  bright  Ahinoam's  gentler  look ; 
"  Not  bright  Ahinoam,  beauty's  loudefl  name 
"  (Till  fhe  t'  her  children  loft  with  joy  her  fame)   525 
"  Had  fweeter  ftrokes,  colours  more  frefli  and  fair, 
"  More  darting  eyes,  or  lovelier  auburn  hair. 
"  Forgive  me,  that  I  thus  your  patience  wrong, 
"  And  on  this  boundlefs  fubjedl  ftay  fo  long, 
"  Where  too  much  hafte  ever  to  end  'twould  be,   530 
"  Did  not  his  afts  fpeak  what  's  untold  by  me. 
"  Though,  from  the  time  his  hands  a  fword  could  wield, 
"  He  ne'er  mifs'd  fame  and  danger  in  the  field, 
"  Yet  this  was  the  firft  day  that  call'd  him  forth, 
"  Since  Saul's  bright  crown  gave  lulbe  to  his  worth ; 
"  'Twas  the  laft  morning  whofe  unchearful  rife 
*'  Sad  Jabefli  was  to  view  with  both  their  eyes. 
<*  Secure  proud  Nahafh  flept  as  in  his  court, 
"  And  dreamt,  vain  man !  of  that  day's  barbarous  fport. 
"  Till  noife  and  dreadful  tumults  him  awoke ;         5^4.0 
"  Till  into  'his  camp  our  violent  army  broke. 
"  The  carelefs  guards  with  fmall  refinance  kill'd, 
*'  Slaughter  the  camp,  and  wild  coafuhon,  flU'd ; 

"Nahafli 
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"  Nahafh  his  fatal  duty  does  perform, 

"  And  marches  boldly  up  t'  outface  the  ftorm  ;      545 

"  Fierce  Jonathan  he  meets,  as  he  purfues 

"  Th'  Arabian  horfe,  and  a  hot  fight  renews  : 

"  'Twas  here  your  troops  behav'd  themfelves  fo  well, 

"  Till  Uz  and  Jathan,  their  ftout  colonels,  fell. 

*«  'Twas  here  our  viftory  ftopp'd,  and  gave  us  caufe  550 

"  Much  to  fufped  th'  intention  of  her  paufe ; 

"  But,  when  our  thundering  Prince  Nahafh  efpy'd 

"  (Who,  with  a  courage  equal  to  his  pride, 

"  Broke  through  our  troops,  and  tow'rds  him  boldly 

"  prefs'd) 
"  A  generous  joy  leap'd  in  his  youthful  breaft:      555 
"  As  when  a  wrathful  dragon's  difmal  light 
*•  Strikes  fuddenly  fome  warlike  eagle's  fight, 
"  The  mighty  foe  pleafes  his  fearlefs  eyes, 
"  He  claps  his  joyful  wings,  and  at  him  flies. 
*'  With  vain  though  violent  force  their  darts  they  flung  ; 
"  In  Ammon's  plated  belt  Jonathan's  hung, 
**  And  ftopp'd  there ;  Ammon  did  his  helmet  hit, 
"  And  gliding  olF,  bore  the  proud  creft  from  it; 
*•  Strait  with  their  fwords  to  the  fierce  fhock  they  came, 
"  Their  fwords,  their  armour,  and  their  eyes,  fhot  flame ; 
*'  Blows  ftrong  as  thunder,  thick  as  rain,  they  dealt, 
"  Which  more  than  they  tli'  engag'd  fpeftators  felt ; 
"  In  Ammon  force,  in  Jonathan  addrefs 
"  (Though  both  were  great  in  both  to  an  excefs) 
**  To  the  well-judging  £ye  did  moll  appear ;  570 

"  Honour  and  anger  in  both  equal  were. 

"  Two 
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<'  Two  wounds  our  Prince  receiv'd,  and  Ammon  three; 

«  Which  he,  enrag'd  to  feel,  and  'lliani'd  to  fee, 

"  Did  his  whole  ftrength  into  one  blow  colledl ; — 

"  And  as  a  fpaniel,  when  we  our  aim  dired  575 

"  To  (hoot  feme  bird,  impatiently  Hands  by 

"  Shaking  his  tail,  ready  with  joy  to  fly, 

"  Juft  as  it  drops,  upon  the  wounded  prey ; 

"  So  waited  Death  itfelf  to  bear  away 

"  The  threaten'd  life;  did  glad  and  greedy  ftand  580 

"  At  fight  of  mighty  Ammon's  lifced  hand. — 

«  Our  watchful  Prince  by  bending  fav'd  the  wound : 

"  But  Death  in  other  coin  his  reckoning  found; 

"  For,  whilll  th'  immoderate  ftroke's  mifcarrying  force 

"  Had  almoft  borne  the  ftriker  from  his  horfe,       585 

"  A  nimble  thruft  his  adlive  enemy  made ; 

"  'Twixt  his  right  ribs  deep  pierc'd  the  furious  blade, 

"  And  opened  wide  thofe  fecret  vefTels,  where 

"  Life's  light  goes  out,  when  firJl  they  let  in  air. 

"  He  falls  !  his  armour  clanks  againft  the  ground, 

"  From  his  faint  tongue  imperfed  curfes  found. 

"  His  amaz'd  troops  ftrait  call  their  arms  away; 

"  Scarce  fled  his  foul  from  thence  more  fwift  than  they, 

"  As  when  two  kings  of  neighbour  hives  (whom  rage 

"  And  thirft  of  empire  in  fierce  wars  engage,         595 

"  Whilft  each  lays  claim  to  th'  garden  as  his  own, 

•'  And  feeks  t'  ufurp  the  bordering  flowers  alone) 

"  Their  well-arm'd  troops  drawn  boldly  forth  to  fight, 

"  In  th'  air's  wide  plain  difpute  their  doubtful  right; 

"  If  by  fad  chance  of  battle  either  king  600 

♦'  Fall  wounded  down,  Itrook  with  fome  fataj  fling, 

4  ♦'  His 
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"  His  army's  hopes  and  courage  with  him  die ; 

"  They  fheathe  up  their  faint  fwords,  and  routed  fly. 

"  On  til'  other  fides  at  once,  with  Uke  fuccefs, 

"  Into  the  camp  great  Saul  and  Abner  prefs ;        605 

**  From  Jonathan's  part  a  wild  mix'd  noife  they  hear, 

"  And,  whatfoe'er  it  mean,  long  to  be  there ; 

"  At  the  fame  inflant  from  glad  Jabelli'  town 

"  The  hafty  troops  march  loud  and  chearfu!  down ; 

"  Some  few  at  firll  with  vain  refiftance  fall,  610 

"  The  reft  is  flaughter  and  vaft  conqueft  all. 

"  The  fate  by  which  our  hofl:  thus  far  had  gone, 

*'  Our  hoft  with  noble  heat  drove  farther  on; 

"  Viftorious  arms  through  Ammon's  land  it  bore ; 

"  Ruin  behind,  and  terror  march'd  before:  615 

*'  Wheje'er  from  Rabba's  towers  they  caft  their  fight, 

"  Smoke  clouds  the  day,  and  flames  make  clear  the  night. 

"  This  bright  fuccefs  did  Saul's  firft  aftion  bring  ; 

*•  The  oil,  the  lot,  and  crown,  lefs  crown 'd  him  king  : 

"  The  Happy,  all  men  judge  for  empire  fit,  620 

*'  And  none  withftands  where  Fortune  does  fubmit. 

"  Thofe  who  before  did  God's  fair  choice  withftaud, 

"  Th'  excellive  vulgar  now  to  death  demand; 

"  But  wifer  Saul  repeal'd  their  halty  doom  ; 

"  Conquefl:  abroad,  with  mercy  crown' d  at  home  ;  625 

«  Nor  ftain'd  with  civil  flaughter  that  day's  pride, 

"  Which  foreign  blood  in  nobler  purple  dy'd. 

"  Again  the  crown  th'  alTembled  people  give, 

"  With  greater  joy  than  Saul  could  it  receive; 

"  Again  th'  old  Judge  refigns  his  facred  place       630 

"  (God  glorify 'd  with  wonders  his  difgracc) ; 

«  With 
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*<  With  decent  pride,  fuch  as  did  well  befit 

"  The  name  he  kept,  and  that  which  he  did  quit : 

"  The  long-paft  row  of  happy  years  he  fliow'd 

"  Wliich  to  his  heavenly  government  they  ow'd;  635 

*'  How  the  torn  State  his  jult  and  prudent  reign 

**  Reitor'd  to  order,  plenty,  power,  again  j 

*'  In  war  what  conquering  miracles  he  wrought;—^ 

"  God,  then  their  King,  was  General  when  they  fought; 

"  Whom  they  depos'd  with  him — And  that,  faid  he, 

*'  You  may  fee  God  concern'd  in  't  more  than  me, 

"  Behold  how  llorms  his  angry  prefence  Ihroud  I 

"  Hark  how  his  wrath  in  thunder  threats  aloud  ! 

*'  'Twas  now  the  ripen'd  fummer's  higheft  rage ; 

"  Which  no  faint  cloud  duril  mediate  10  aifuage ;  645 

*'  Th'  earth  hot  with  thirll,  and  hot  with  luft  for  rain, 

"  Gap'd,  and  breadi'd  feeble  vapours  up  in  vain, 

"  Which  llrait  were  fcatter'd,  or  devour'd  by  th'  fun; 

"  When,  lo  1  ere  fcarce  the  adlive  fpeech  was  done, 

"  A  violent  wind  role  from  his  fecret  cave,  650 

"  And  troops  of  frighted  clouds  before  it  drave : 

*'  Whilft  with  rude  halle  the  confus'd  tempeil  crouds, 

*'  Swift,  dreadful  flames  ihot  througn  th'  encountering 

"  clouds, 
*'  From  whofe  torn  v^omb  th'  imprifon'd  thunder  broke, 
"  And  in  dire  founds  the  prophet's  fenfe  it  fpoke;  655 
"  Such  an  impetuous  fhower  it  downwards  fent, 
"  As  if  tne  waters  'bove  the  firmament 
"  Were  all  let  loofe  j  horror  and  fearful  noife 
"  Fill'd  the  black  fcenej  till  the  great  prophet's  voice, 
Vol.  VIll.  X  '  "  Swift 
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•*  Swift  as  the  vvings  of  morn,  reduc'd  the  day;      66o 

"  Wind,  thunder,  rain,  and  clouds,  fled  all  at  once  away. 

"  Fear  not,  faid  he  ;  God  his  fierce  wrath  removes, 

*^  Add,  though  this  State  my  fervice  difapproves, 

*•  My  prayers  fhall  ferve  it  conltantly :  No  more, 

"  I  hope,  a  pardon  for  part  fms  t'  implore  j  665 

•*  But  juft  rewards  from  gracious  Heaven  to  bring 

"  On  the  good  deeds  of  you,  and  of  our  king. 

•"  Behold  him  there  !  and  as  you  fee,  rejoice 

"  In  the  kind  care  of  God's  impartial  choice. 

"  Behold  his  beauty,  courage,  llrength,  and  wit !    670 

"  The  honour  Heaven  has  cloath'd  him  with,  fits  lit 

"  And  comely  on  him;  fince  you  needs  muft  be 

*'.  Rul'd  by  a  King,  you  're  happy  that  'tis  he. 

"  Ob^  him  gladly ;  and  let  him  too  know 

"  You  were  not  made  for  him,  but  he  for  you,      675 

"  And  both  for  God  ; 

**  Whofe  gentleft  yoke  if  once  you  call  away, 

"  In  vain  ihall  he  command,  and  you  obey ; 

*'  To  foreign  tyrants  both  fhall  flaves  become, 

"  Inftcad  of  king  and  fubjedls  here  at  home.  680 

"  The  crown  thus  feveral  ways  confirm'd  to  Saul, 
"  One  way  was  wanting  yet  to  crown  them  all ; 
"  And  that  was  force,  which  only  can  maintain 
"  The  power  that  fortune  gives,  or  worth  does  gain. 
"  Three  thoufand  guards  of  big  bold  men  he  took ; 
"  Tall,  terrible,  and  guards  ev'n  with  their  look  : 
*'  His  facred  perfon  two,  and  throne,  defend ; 
'♦  The  third,  on  matchlefs  Jonathan  attend; 

"  O'er 
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*'  O'er  whofe  full  thoughts  Honour,  and  Youthful  Heat, 

"  Sate  brooding,  to  hatch  adlions  good  and  great,  690 

"  On  Geba  firft,  where  a  Philiflian  band 

"  Lies,  and  around  torments  the  fetter'd  land> 

"  He  falls,  and  (laughters  all ;  his  noble  rage 

•'  Mix'd  with  deiign  his  nation  to  engage 

"  In  that  juft  war,  which  from  them  long  in  vain,  695 

"  Honour  and  freedom's  voice  had  ilrove  t'  obtain. 

"  Th'  accurs'd  PhUiftian,  rouz'd  with  this  bold  blow, 

"  All  the  proud  marks  of  enrag'd  power  does  fhow ; 

"  Ralfes  a  vaft,  well-arm'd,  and  glittering  hoft : 

"  If  human  ftrength  might  authorize  a  boaft,         700 

"  Their  threats  had  reafon  here ;  for  ne'er  did  we 

"  Ourlelves  fo  weak,  or  foe  fo  potent,  fee. 

"  Here  we  vaft  bodies  of  their  foot  efpy, 

"  The  rear  out-reaches  far  th'  extended  eye  ; 

"  Like  fields  of  corn  their  armed  fquadrons  Hand ;     705 

"  As  thick  and  numberlefs  they  hide  the  land. 

"  Here  with  fharp  neighs  the  warlike  liorfes  found, 

"  x'\nd  with  proud  prancings  beat  the  putrid  ground ; 

*'  Here  with  worfe  noife  three  thoufand  chariots  pafs, 

"  With  plates  of  iron  bound,  or  louder  brafs;         710 

•*  About  it  forks,  axes,  and  fcythes,  and  fpears, 

"  Whole  magazines  of  death  each  chariot  bears ; 

"  Where  it  breaks  in,  there  a  whole  troop  it  mows, 

"  And  with  lopp'd  panting  limbs  the  field  beftrows : 

"  Alike,  the  valiant  and  the  cowards  die;  715 

"  Neither  can  they  refill:,  nor  can  thefe  fly. 

"  In  this  proud  equipage,  at  Macmas  they, 

"  Saul  in  much  different  ftate  at  Gilgal,  lay; 

X  2  "  His 
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"  His  forces  feem'd  no  army,  but  a  crowd, 

*'  Hcartlefs,  unarm'd,  dilbrderly,  and  loud.  7  20 

"  The  quick  contagion.  Fear,  ran  fwift  through  al!, 

"  And  into  trembling  fits  th'  infefted  fall. 

"  Saul  and  his  fon  (for  no  fuch  faint  difeafe 

"  Could  on  their  ftrong-complexion'd  valour  feize) 

*'  In  vain  all  parts  of  virtuous  conduft  fhow'd,       725 

"  And  on  deaf  terror  generous  words  bellow'd  : 

"  Thoufands  from  thence  fly  fcatter'd  every  day, 

*'  Thick  as  the  leaves  that  Ihake  and  drop  away, 

**  When  they  th'  approach  of  ftormy  winter  find  j 

"  The  noble  tree  all  bare  expos'd  to  th'  wind.       730 

•<  Some  to  fad  Jordan  fly,  and  fwim  't  for  hafte, 

*'  And  from  his  farther  bank  look  back  at  lafl : 

"  Some  into  woods  and  caves  their  cattle  drive ; 

*'  There  with  their  beafts  on  equal  terms  they  live, 

**  Nor  deferve  better :  fome  in  rocks  on  high,         735 

**  The  old  retreats  of  ftorks  and  ravens,  lie ; 

*'  And,  were  they  wing'd  like  them,  fcarce  would  they 

"  dare 
«  To  ftay,  or  truft  their  frighted  fafety  there. 
"  As  th'  hoft  with  fear,  fo  Saul  dillurb'd  with  care, 
**  T'  avert  thefe  ills  by  facrifice  and  prayer,  740 

"  And  God's  blell  will  t'  enquire,  for  Samuel  fends ; 
*'  Whom  he  fix  days  with  troubled  hafte  attends ; 
"  But,  ere  the  feventh  unlucky  day  (the  laft 
"  By  Samuel  fet  for  this  great  work)  was  paft, 
"  Saul  (alarm'd  hourly  from  the  neighbouring  foe  ;  745 
**  Impatient,  ere  God's  lime,  God's  mind  to  know; 

"  'Sha.-a'J 
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*'  'Sliam'd  and  enrag'd  to  fee  his  troops  decay ; 

"  Jealous  of  an  aftront  in  Samuel's  ftay ; 

"  Scorning  that  any  's  prefence  fhould  appear 

"  Needful  befides,  when  he  himfelf  was  there;       750 

"  And,  with  a  pride  too  natural,  thinking  Heaven 

"  Had  given  him  all,  becaufe  much  power  't  had  given) 

"  Himfelf  the  facrifice  and  offerings  made ; 

"  Himfelf  did  th'  high  felefted  charge  invade; 

"  Himfelf  enquir'd  of  God ;  who  then  fpake  nought ; 

**  But  Samuel  Itrait  his  dreadful  anfwer  brought : 

"  For  ftrait  he  came,  and,  with  a  virtue  bold 

"  As  was  Saul's  fin,  the  fatal  meflage  told; 

"  His  foul  ingratitude  to  Heaven  he  chid, 

"  To  pluck  that  fruit,  which  was  alone  forbid        760 

"  To  kingly  power,  in  all  that  plenteous  land, 

"  Where  all  things  elfe  fubmit  to  his  command, 

"  And,  as  fair  Eden's  violated  tree 

"  T'  immortal  man  brought  in  mortality: 

"  So  fhall  that  crown,  which  God  eternal  meant,  765 

"  From  thee,  faid  he,  and  thy  great  houfe,  be  rent; 

"  Thy  crime  fhall  death  to  all  thine  honours  fend, 

"  And  give  thy'  immortal  royalty  an  end. 

*'  Thus  fpoke  the  prophet ;  but  kind  Heaven,  we  hope 

«  (Whofe  threats  and  anger  know  no  other  fcope  770 

"  But  man's  amendment)  does  long  fiace  relent, 

«  And,  with  repentant  Saul,  itfelf  repent. 

"  Howe'er  (though  none  more  pray  for  this  than  we, 

"  Whofe  wrongs  and  fufFerings  might  fome  colour  be 

"  To  do  it  lefs)  this  fpeech  we  fadly  find  775 

<*  Still  extant,  and  ftill  adive  in  his  mind ; 

X  3  "  But 
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"  But  then  a  worfe  effeft  of  it  appear'd — 

"  Our  army,  which  before  modeftly  fear'd; 

"  Which  did  by  ftealth  and  by  degrees  decay ; 

*'  Difbanded  now,  and  fled  in  troops  away.  780 

"  Bafe  fear  fo  bold  and  impudent  does  grow, 

",  When  an  excufe  and  colour  it  can  fhow  ! 

«  Six  hundred  only  (fcarce  a  princely  train) 

"  Of  all  his  hofl  with  diftrefs'd  Saul  remain; 

"  Of  his  whole  hoft  fix  hundred;  and  ev'n  thofe    785 

"  (So  did  wife  Heaven  for  mighty  ends  difpofe  ! 

*•  Nor  would  that  ufelefs  multitudes  fhould  fliare 

*'  In  that  great  gift  it  did  for  one  prepare) 

*'  Arm'd  not  like  foldiers  marching  in  a  war, 

"  But  country-hinds  alarmed  from  afar  790 

"  By  wolves'  loud  hunger,  when  the  well-known  found 

"  Raifes  th'  affrighted  villages  around. 

"  Some  goads,  flails,  plow-fliares,  forks,  or  axes,  bore, 

"  Made  for  life's  ufe  and  better  ends  before ; 

"  Some  knotted  clubs,  and  darts,  or  arrows  dry'd  795 

"  r  th'  fire,  the  firll  rude  arts  that  malice  try'd, 

**  Ere  man  the  fins  of  too  much  knowledge  knew, 

"  And  death  by  long  experience  witty  grew. 

**  Such  were  the  numbers,  fuch  the  arms,  wliich  we 

"  Had  by  fate  left  us  for  a  vidory  8co 

"  O'er  well-arm'd  millions;  nor  will  this  appear 

*•  Ufeful  itfelf,  when  Jonathan  was  there. 

"  'Twas  juft  the  time  when  the  new  ebb  of  night 
"  Did  the  moill  world  unvail  to  human  fight ; 
*'  The  Prince,  who  all  that  night  the  field  had  beat   805 
"  With  a  fmall  party,  and  no  eneray  met 

"  (So 


r>  A  V  I  D  E  I  S,    Book  TV.  31^ 

**  (So  proud  and  fo  fecurc  the  enemy  lay, 

«  And  drench'd  in  fleep  th'  excefTes  of  the  day  !) 

*'  With  joy  this  good  occafion  did  embrace, 

"  With  better  leifure,  and  at  nearer  fpace,  8 1  o 

"  The  ftrength  and  order  of  their  camp  to  view : 

"  Abdon  alone  his  generous  purpofe  knew; 

"  Abdon,  a  bold,  a  brave,  and  comely  youth, 

"  Well-born,  well-bred,  with  honour  fill'd,  and  truth; 

"  Abdon,  his  faithful  'fquire,  whom  much  he  lov'd,  8 1 5 

"  And  oft  with  grief  his  worth  in  dangers  prov'd; 

*'  Abdon,  whofe  love  t'  his  mafter  did  exceed 

*'  What  Nature's  law, or  Paflion's  power,  could  breed; 

"  Abdon  alone  did  on  him  now  attend, 

^'  His  humbleft  fervant,  and  his  deareft  friend.        820 

"  They  went,  but'facred  fury,  as  they  went, 
"  Chang'd  fwiftly,  and  exalted  his  intent. 
"  What  may  this  be  !  (the  Prince  breaks  forth)  ;  I  find 
*'  God,  or  fome  powerful  fpirit,  invades  my  mind. 
*'  From  aught  but  Heaven  can  never  fure  be  brought 
"  So  high,  fo  glorious,  and  fo  vaft  a  thought; 
"  Nor  would  Ill-fate,  that  meant  me  to  furprize, 
"  Come  cloath'd  in  fo  unlikely  a  difguife. 
"  Yon  hoft,  which  its  proud  fifties  fpreads  fo  wide 
"  O'er  the  whole  land,  like  fome  fwoln  river's  tide; 
"  Which  terrible  and  numberlefs  appears, 
"  As  the  thick  waves  which  their  rough  ocean  bears ; 
*'  Which  lies  fo  ftrongly  'encamp'd,  that  one  would  fay 
"  The  hill  might  be  remov'd  as  foon  as  they; 
"  We  two  alone  muft  fight  with  and  defeat :  835 

"  Thou  'rt  ftrook,  and  ftarteft  at  a  found  fo  great ! 

X  4  "  Yet 
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"  Yet  we  muft  do  't;  God  our  weak  hands  has  chofe 

"  T'  afhame  the  boafted  numbers  of  our  foes ; 

*'  Which  to  his  ftrength  no  more  proportion  be, 

"  Tlian  millions  are  of  hours  to  his  eternity.  840 

"  If,  when  their  carelefs  guards  efpy  us  here, 

"  With  fportful  fcorn  they  call  t'  us  to  come  near, 

"  We  'U  boldly  climb  the  hill,  and  charge  them  all ; 

"  Not  they,  but  Ifrael's  Angel,  gives  the  call. 

«'  He  fpokc,  and  as  he  fpoke,  a  light  divine  845 

*'  Did  from  his  eyes,  and  round  his  temples,  fhine; 

♦'  Louder  his  voice,  larger  his  limbs,  appear 'd; 

"  Lefs  feem'd  the  numerous  army  to  be  fear'd. 

"  This  faw,  and  heard,  with  joy  the  brave  Efquire, 

"  As  he  with  God's,  fiU'd  with  his  mailer's,  lire:  850 

"  Forbid  it.  Heaven  !  faid  he,  I  fliould  decline, 

"  Or  wi(h.  Sir,  not  to  make  your  danger  mine ; 

**  The  great  example  which  I  daily  fee 

"  Of  your  high  worth  is  not  fo  loll  on  me ; 

"  If  wonder-llrook  1  at  your  words  appear,  855 

"  My  wonder  yet  is  innocent  of  fear : 

"  Th'  honour  which  does  your  princely  bread  enfiame, 

"  Warms  mine  too,  and  joins  there  with  duty's  name. 

"  If  in  this  adl  Ill-fate  our  tempter  be, 

*'  May  all  the  ill  it  means  be  aim'd  at  me  !  860 

"  But  fure,  I  think,  God  leads;  nor  could  you  bring 

•*  So  high  thoughts  from  a  lefs-exalted  fpring. 

"  Bright  figns  through  all  your  words  and  looks  are 

"  fpread, 
('  A  rifmg  \'idory  dawns  around  your  head. 

.« ^\■ith 
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f<  With  fuch  difcourfe  blowing  their  facred  flame,  865 
*'  Lo,  to  the  fatal  place  and  work  they  came. 

*'  Strongly  encamp'd  on  a  fteep  hill's  large  head, 
*'  Like  feme  vail  wood  the  mighty  hoft  was  fpread ; 
"  Th'  only'  accefs  on  neighbouring  Gabaa's  fide, 
"  An  hard  and  narrow  way,  which  did  divide         870 
**  Two  cliffy  rocks,  Bofes  and  Senes  nam'd, 
"  Much  for  themfelves,  and  their  big  ftrangenefs,fam'dj 
"  More  for  their  fortune,  and  this  ftranger  day. 
"  On  both  their  points  Philiftian  out-guards  lay, 
"  From  whence  the  two  bold  fpies  they  firft  efpy'd ;  875 
"  And,  lo  !  the  Hebrews !  proud  Eleanor  cry'd, 
"  From  Senes'  top;  lo  !  from  their  hungry  caves, 
"  A  quicker  fate  here  fends  them  to  their  graves. 
"  Come  up  (aloud  he  cries  to  them  below) 
(f  Ye'  Egyptian  flaves,  and  to  our  mercy  owe         880 
"  The  rebel-lives  long  fmce  t'our  juftice  due. 
"  Scarce  from  his  lips  the  fatal  omen  flew, 
"  When  th'  infpii-'d  Prince  did  nimbly  underftand 
"  God,  and  his  God-like  virtues'  high  command. 
"  It  call'd  him  up,  and  up  the  lleep  afcent  885 

*'  With  pain  and  labour,  hafte  and  joy,  they  went. 
"  Eleanor  laugh'd  to  fee  them  climb,  and  thought 
*'  His  mighty  words  th'  affrighted  fuppliants  brought ; 
"  Did  new  affronts  to  the  great  Hebrew  Name, 
"  (The  barbarous  !)  in  his  wanton  fancy  frame.     890 
"  Short  was  his  fport;  for,  fwift  as  thunder's  flroke 
"  Rives  the  frail  trunk  of  fome  heaven- threatening  oak, 
"  The  Prince's  fword  did  his  proud  head  divide; 
f  The  parted  fkull  hung  down  on  either  fide, 

"  Jull 
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•*  Juft  as  he  fell,  his  vengeful  fteel  he  drew  89^ 

"  Half-way  (no  more  the  trembling  joints  could  do)  j 
*'  Which  Abdon  fnatch'd,  and  dy'd  it  in  the  blood 
".  Of  an  amazed  wretch  that  next  hira  ftood. 
"  Some  clofe  to  earth,  fhaking  and  groveling,  lie, 
*'  Like  larks  when  they  the  tyrant  hobby  fpy ;       900 
"  Some,wonder-ftrook,  (land  fix'd;  fome  fly;  fome  arm 
*'  Wildly,  at  th'  unintelligible  alarm. 
"  Like  the  main  channel  of  an  high-fwoln  flood, 
*'  In  vain  by  dikes  and  broken  works  withftood ; 
*'  So  Jonathan,  once  climb'd  th'  oppofing  hill,        905 
"  Does  all  around  with  noife  and  ruin  fill: 
"  Like  fome  large  arm  of  which,  another  way 
*'  Abdon  o'erflows ;  him  too  no  bank  can  ftay. 
*'  With  cries  th'  affrighted  country  flies  before, 
■*'  Behind  the  following  waters  loudly  roar.  910 

"  Twenty,  at  leaft,  flain  on  this  out-guard  lie, 
«  To  th'  adjoin 'd  camp  the  reft  diftrafted  fly ; 
"  And  ill-mix'd  wonders  tell,  and  into 't  bear 
**  Blind  terror,  deaf  diforder,  helplefs  fear. 
*'  The  conquerors  too  prefs  boldly  in  behind,  915 

"  Doubling  the  wild  confufions  which  they  find. 
**  Hamgar  at  firft,  the  Prince  of  Aflidod  town, 
*'  Chief  'mongft  the  fi\e  in  riches  and  renown, 
"  And  General  then  by  courfe,  oppos'd  their  way, 
*'  Till  drown'd  in  death  at  Jonathan's  feet  he  lay,  920 
*'  And  curs'd  the  heavens  for  rage,  and  bit  the  ground ; 
*♦  His  life,  for  ever  fpilt,  ftain'd  all  the  grafs  around, 
*'  His  brother  too,  who  \drtuous  hafte  did  make 
**  His  fortune  to  revenge,  or  to  partake, 

«  Falls 
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'«  Falls  groveling  o'er  his  trunk,  on  mother  earth;    925 
f'  Death  mix'd  no  lefs  their  bloods  than  did  their  birth. 
"  Meanwhile  the  well-pleas'd  Abdon's  reftlefs  fword 
"  Difpatch'd  the  following  train  t'  attend  their  lord. 
"  On  llill,  o'er  panting  corpfe,  great  Jonathan  led; 
"  Hundreds  before  him  fell,  and  thoufands  fled.      930 
"  Prodigious  Prince  !  which  does  moft  wondrous  ihow, 
"  Thy'  attempt,  or  thy  fuccefs  ?  thy  fate  or  thou  ? 
"  Who  durft  alone  that  dreadful  hoft  aflail, 
*'  With  purpofe  not  to  die,  but  to  prevail ! 
"  Infinite  numbers  thee  no  more  affright,  935 

*'  Than  God,  whofe  unity  is  infinite. 
"  If  Heaven  to  men  fuch  mighty  thoughts  would  give, 
"  What  brealt  but  thine  capacious  to  receive 
*'  The  vaft  infufion  ?  or  what  foul  but  thine 
"  Duril:  have  belie v'd  that  thought  to  be  divine  ?  940 
"  Thou  follow'dft  Heaven  in  the  defign,  and  we 
"  Find  in  the  aft  'twas  Heaven  that  follow'd  thee, 
"  Thou  led'ft  on  angels,  and  that  facred  band 
*'  (The  Deity's  great  lieutenant !)  didll:  command. 
«•'  'Tis  true,  Sij-,  and  no  figure,  when  I  fay  94^ 

•'  Angels  themfelves  fought  under  him  that  day. 
"  Llouds,with  ripe  thunder  charg'd,  fome  tliither  drew, 
*'  And  fome  the  dire  materials  brought  for  new. 
"  Hot  drops  of  fouthern  fhowers  (the  fvveats  of  death) 
"  The  voice  of  ftorms,  and  winged  whirlwinds'  breath; 
•'  The  flames  fhot  forth  from  fighting  dragons'  eyes; 
"  The  fmokcs  that  from  fcorch'd  fevers'  ovens  rife; 
"  The  reddeft  fires  with  which  fad  comets  grow  ; 
"  And  Sodom's  neighbouring  lake,  did  fpirits  beftow 

"Of 
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**  Of  fineft  fulphur;  amongft  which  they  put  055 

**  Wrath,  fury,  horror,  and  all  mingled  fhut 
*'  Into  a  cold  moift  cloud,  t'  enflame  it  more, 
*'  And  make  th'  enraged  prifoner  louder  roar. 
"  Th'  affembled  clouds  burll  o'er  their  army's  head; 
*'  Noife,  darknefs,  difmal  lightnings,  round  them  fpread. 
"  Another  Spirit,  with  a  more  potent  wand 
"  Than  that  which  Nature  fear'd  in  Mofes'  hand, 
«  And  went  the  way  that  pleas'd,  the  mountain  ftrook; 
*'  The  mountain  felt  it ;  the  vaft  mountain  (hook. 
"  Through  the  wide  air  another  Angel  flew  965 

"  About  their  hoft,  and  thick  amongll  them  threw 
**  Difcord,  defpair,  confufion,  fear,  miftake, 
"  And  all  da'  ingredients  that  fvvift  ruin  make. 
"  The  fertile  glebe  requires  no  time  to  breed; 
"  It  quickens,  and  receives  at  once  the  feed.  970 

*'  One  would  have  thought,  this  difmal  day  t'  have  feen, 
"  That  Nature's  felf  in  her  death-pangs  had  been. 
"  Such  will  the  face  of  that  great  hour  appear; 
"  Such  the  dillrafted  fmner's  confcious  fear. 
"  In  vain  fome  iew  ftrive  the  wild  flight  to  (lay;    975 
**  In  vain  they  threaten,  and  in  vain  they  pray ; 
*'  Unheard,  unheeded,  trodden  down,  they  lie, 
"  Beneath  the  wretched  feet  of  crowds  that  fly. 
**  O'er  their  own  foot  trampled  the  violent  horfe ; 
"  The  guidelcfs  chariots  with  impetuous  courfe      9S0 
**  Cut  wide  through  both ;  and,  all  their  bloody  way, 
"  Horfes  and  men,  torn,  bruis'd,  and  mangled,  lay. 
"  Some  from  the  rocks  call  tlicmfelves  down  headlong; 
"  The  faint,  weak  pallion  grows  fo  bold  and  Urong  ! 

''To 
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*'  To  almoft  certain  prefent  death  they  fly,  9S5 

*'  From  a  remote  and  caufelefs  fear  to  die. 

*♦  Much  different  error  did  fome  troops  pofTefs; 

*'  And  madnefs,  that  look'd  better,  though  no  lefs : 

"  Their  fellow-troops  for  tlx'  enter'd  foe  they  take  ; 

**  And  Ifrael's  war  witn  mutual  flaughter  make.     990 

"  Meanwhile  the  king  from  Gabaa's  hill  did  view, 

"  And  hear,  the  thickening  tumult,  as  it  grew 

"  Still  great  and  loud ;  and,  though  he  knows  not  why 

"  They  fled,  no  more  than  they  themfeives  that  fly, 

"  Yet,  by  the  fliorms  and  terrors  of  the  air,  995 

"  Gueflcs  fome  vengeful  fpirit  's  working  there ; 

"  Obeys  the  louJ  occafion's  facred  call, 

"  And  fiercely  on  the  trembling  hoft  does  fall. 

"  At  the  fame  time  their  flaves  and  prifoners  rife ; 

*'  Nor  does  their  much-wifli'd  liberty  fuffice,         1000 

"  Without  revenge ;  the  fcatter'd  arms  they  feize, 

"  And  their  proud  vengeance  with  the  memory  pleafe 

"  Of  who  fo  lately  bore  them.     All  about, 

*'  From  rocks  and  caves,  the  Hebrews  iflTue  out 

"  At  the  glad  noife ;  joy'd  that  their  foes  had  fliown 

"  A  fear  that  drowns  the  fcandai  of  their  own. 

"  Still  did  the  Prince  'midft  all  this  ftorm  appear, 

"  Still  fcatter'd  deadi  and  terrors  every  where ; 

"  Still  did  he  break,  ftill  blunt,  his  wearied  fwords ; 

"  Still  flaughter  new  fupplies  t'  his  hand  affords.  1016 

"  Where  troops  yet  flood,  there  rtill  he  hotly  flew, 

"  And,  till  at  laft  all  fled,  fcorn'd  to  purfue. 

"  All  fled  at  lafl,  but  many  in  vain ;  for  ftill 

"  Th'  infatiate  Conoueror  was  more  fwift  to  kill 

"  Than 
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«  Than  they  to  fave  their  lives.  Till,  lo  !  at  laft,  loi^ 

*'  Nature,  whofe  power  he  had  fo  lonj»  furpais'd, 

"  Would  yield  no  more,  but  to  him  ftronger  foes, 

*'  Drought,  faintnefs,  and  fierce  hunger,  did  oppofe. 

**  Reeking  all  o'er  in  duft,  and  blood,  and  fwcat, 

**  Burnt  with  the  fun's  and  violent  adlion's  heat,  1020 

"  'Gainft  an  old  oak  his  trembling  limbs  he  flaid, 

"  For  fome  fhort  eafe ;  Fate  in  the  old  oak  had  laid 

*♦  Provifions  up  for  his  relief;  and  lo  ! 

**  The  hollow  trunk  did  with  bright  honey  fiow. 

*'  With  timely  food  his  decay 'd  fpirits  recruit,       1025 

*'  Strong  he  returns,  and  frefli,  to  the  purfuit ; 

"  His  ftrength  and  fpirits  the  honey  did  reltore ; 

*'  But,  oh  1  the  bittcr-fweet  llrange  poifon  bore  ! 

"  Behold,  Sir,  and  mark  well  the  treacherous  fate, 

"  That  does  {o  clofe  on  human  glories  wait !         1030 

"  Behold  the  ftrong,  and  yet  fantaftic  net, 

«  T'  enfnare  triumphant  virtue  darkly  fet ! 

"  Could  it  before  (fcarce  can  it  fmce)  be  thought, 

*'  The  Prince  —  who  had  alone  that  morning  fought 

"  A  duel  with  an  hoft,  had  th'  hoft  o'erthrown,     1035 

"  And  threefcorc  thoufand  hands  difarm'd  with  one  ; 

"  Walh'd-ofF  his  country's  fhame,  and  doubly  dy'd 

*'  In  blood  and  blufhes  the  Philiftian  pride ; 

"  Had  fav'd  and  fix'd  his  father's  tottering  crown, 

*'  And  the  bright  gold  new  burnifh'd  with  renown,— 

"  Should  be  ere  night,  by  's  King  and  Father's  breath, 

"  Without  a  fault,  vow'd  and  condemn'd  to  death  ? 

*'  Dellin'd  the  bloody  facrifice  to  be 

*'  Of  thanks,  hinifcif,  for  his  own  vidory  ? 

"  Alone, 
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"  Alone,  with  various  fate,  like  to  become,  I04S' 

«'  Fighting,  an  hoft ;  dying,  an  hecatomb  ? 

"  Yet  fuch.  Sir,  was  his  cafe ; 

"  For  Saul,  who  fear'd  left  the  full  plenty  might 

"  (In  the  abandon'd  camp  expos'd  to  fight) 

**  His  hungry  men  from  the  purfuit  diiluade,         1050 

"  A  rafh,  but  folemn  vow  to  Heaven  had  made — 

"  Curs'd  be  the  vvretcli,  thrice  curfed  let  him  be, 

*'  Who  fhall  touch  food  this  bufy  day,  faid  he, 

*'  Whilft  the  bleft  fun  does  with  his  favouring  light 

"  AlTift  our  vengeful  fwords  againft  their  flight:   1055 

*'  Be  he  thrice  curft  !  and,  if  his  life  we  fpare, 

"  On  us  thofe  curfes  fall  that  he  lliould  bear  ! 

"  Such  was  the  king's  rafli  vow;  who  little  thought 

♦'  How  near  to  him  Fate  th'  application  brought. 

♦*  The  two-edg'doath  wounds  deep,perform'dor  broke  ; 

"  Ev'n  perjury  its  leaft  and  hlunteft  ftroke. 

"  'Twas  his  own  fon,  whom  God  and  mankind  lov'd, 

"  His  own  viftorious  fon,  that  he  devov'd : 

"  On  whofe  bright  head  the  baleful  curfes  light : 

"  But  Providence,  his  helmet  in  the  fight,  106^ 

"  Forbids  their  entrance  or  their  fettling  there; 

"  They  with  brute  found  diffolv'd  into  the  air. 

"  Him  what  religion,  or  what  vow,  could  bind, 

"  Unknown,  unheard-of,  till  he  his  life  did  find 

"  Entangled  in  't?  whilft  wonders  he  did  do,        1070 

"  Muft  he  die  now  for  not  being  prophet  too  ? 

"  To  all  but  him  this  oath  was  meant  and  faid ; 

*'  He,  afar  oft',  the  ends  for  which  'twas  made 

"  Was 
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*'  Was  afting  then,  till,  faint  and  out  of  breath, 

•'  He  grew  half-dead  with  toil  of  giving  death,     lo^^ 

"  What  could  his  crime  in  this  condition  be, 

"  Excus'd  by  ignorance  and  neceflity  ? 

«  Yet  the  remorfelefs  king— who  did  difdain 

**  That  man  fhould  hear  him  fwear  or  threat  in  vainy 

**  Though  'gainft  himfelf;  or  fate  a  way  (hould  fee 

*'  By  which  attack'd  and  conquer'd  he  might  be ; 

**  Who  thought  compaflion  female  weaknefs  here, 

*'  And  equity  injuftice,  would  appear 

*'  In  his  own  caufc ;  who  falfely  fear'd,  befide, 

"  The  folemn  curfe  on  Jonathan  did  abide,  1085 

**  And,  the  infedled  limb  not  cut  away, 

"  Would  like  a  gangrene  o'er  all  Ifrael  flray;  — 

*'  Prepar'd  this  god-like  facrifice  to  kill, 

"  And  his  rafn  vow  more  rafhly  to  fulfil. 

**  What  tongue  can  th'  horror  and  amazement  tell 

"  Which  on  all  Ifrael  that  fad  moment  fell  ! 

«  Tamer  had  been  their  grief,  fewer  their  tears, 

*'  Had  the  Philillian  fate  that  day  been  theirs. 

"  Not  Saul's  proud  heart  could  matter  his  fwoln  eye ; 

*'  The  Prince  alone  ftood  mild  and  patient  by;     1095 

**  So  bright  his  fufferings,  fo  triumphant,  fhow'd, 

"  Lefs  to  the  beft  than  worfl:  of  fates  he  ow'd. 

**  A  vidory  now  he  o'er  himfelf  might  boall ; 

**  He  conquer'd  now,  that  conqueror  of  an  hoft. 

«*  It  charm'd  through  tears  the  fad  fpedator's  fight,- 

«*  Did  reverence,  love,  and  gratitude,  excite, 

**  And  pious  rage;  with  which  infpir'd,  they  now 

«  Oppofe  to  Saul's  a  better  public  vow. 

«  They 
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•'  They  all  confent  all  Ifrael  ought  to  be 
"  Accurs'd  and  kill'd  themfelves,  rather  than  he.   1 105 
"  Thus  with  kind  force  they  the  glad  king  withftood, 
"  And  fav'd  their  wondrous  faviour's  facred  blood  !" 

Thus  David  fpoke ;  and  much  did  yet  remain 
Behind,  th'  attentive  prince  to  entertain ; 
Edom  and  Zoba's  war — for  what  befel  1 1 10 

In  that  of  Ivloab,  was  known  there  too  well : 
The  boundlefs  quarrel  with  curs'd  Amalek's  land; 
Where  Heaven  itfelf  did  cruelty  command. 
And  pradtis'd  on  Saul's  mercy,  nor  did  ere 
More  punilh  innocent  blood,  than  pity  there.         1 1 1 5 
But  lo  !   they'  arriv'd  now  at  th'  appointed  place; 
Well-chofen  and  well-furnilh'd  for  the  chace. 
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ON       THE 

GOVERNMENT  OF  OLIVER  CROMWELL. 

T  was  the  funeral  day  of  the  late  man  who  made 
himfelf  to  be  called  protedlor.  And  though  I  bore 
but  little  afFecllon,  either  to  the  memory  of  him,  or  to 
the  trouble  and  folly  of  all  public  pageantry,  yet  I  was 
forced  by  the  importunity  of  my  company  to  go  along 
with  them,  and  be  a  fpeftator  of  that  folemnity,  the 
expeftation  of  which  had  been  fo  great,  that  it  was  faid 
to  have  brought  fome  very  curious  perfons  (and  no 
doubt  fmgular  virtuofos)  as  far  as  from  the  Mount  ia 
Cornwall,  and  from  the  Orcades.  I  found  there  had 
been  much  more  coft  bellowed  than  either  the  dead 
man,  or  indeed  death  itfelf,  could  deferve.  There  was 
a  mighty  train  of  black  affiftants,  among  which,  too, 
divers  princes  in  the  perfons  of  their  ambafladors  (be- 
ing infinitely  afflifted  for  the  lofs  of  their  brother) 
were  plcafed  to  attend;  the  hearfe  was  magnificent, 
the  idol  crowned,  and  (not  to  mention  all  other  cere- 
monies which  are  pradiifed  at  royal  interments,  and 
therefore  by  no  means  could  be  omitted  here)  the  vait 
multitud'j  of  fpeftators  made  up,  as  it  ufes  to  do,  no 
fmall  part  of  the  fpedtacle  itfelf.  But  yet,  I  know  not 
how,  the  whole  was  fo  managed,  that,  methought,  it 
fomewhat  rcprefented  the  life  of  him  for  whom  it  was 
made;  much  noife,  much  tumult,  much  expence,  much 
Y  3  magnificence. 
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magnihcence,  much  vain-glory ;  briefly,  a  great  fliow, 
and  yet,  after  all  this,  but  an  ill  fight.  At  laft  (for  it 
fcemed  long  to  me,  and  like  his  fhort  reign  too,  very 
tedious)  the  whole  fcene  pafled  by ;  and  I  retired  back 
to  my  chamber,  weary,  and  1  think  more  melancholy 
than  any  of  the  mourners ;  where  I  began  to  refleft 
on  the  whole  life  of  this  prodigious  man :  and  fome- 
times  I  was  filled  with  horror  and  deteftation  of  his 
adions,  and  fometimes  I  inclined  a  little  to  reverence 
and  admiration  of  his  courage,  conduft,  and  fuccefs ; 
till,  by  thefe  different  motions  and  agitations  of  mind, 
rocked  as  it  were  aflcep,  I  fell  at  laft  into  this  vifion ; 
or  if  you  pleafe  to  call  it  but  a  dream,  I  {hall  not  take 
it  ill,  becaufe  the  father  of  poets  tells  us,  even  dreams, 
too,  are  from  God. 

But  fure  it  was  no  dream ;  for  I  was  fuddenly  tranf- 
ported  afar  off  (whether  in  the  body,  or  out  of  the 
body,  like  St.  Paul,  1  know  not)  and  found  myfelf  on 
the  top  of  that  famous  hill  in  the  illand  Mona,  which 
has  the  profpeft  of  three  great,  and  not-Iong-fince 
moff  happy,  kingdoms.  As  foon  as  ever  I  looked  on 
them,  the  "  not-long-fince"  llruck  upon  my  memory, 
and  called  forth  the  fad  reprefentation  of  all  the  fins, 
and  all  the  miferics,  that  had  overwhelmed  them  thefe 
twenty  years.  And  I  wept  bitterly  for  two  or  three 
hours ;  and,  when  my  prefent  ftock  of  moifture  was  all 
wafted,  I  fell  a  fighing  for  an  hour  more;  and,  as  foon 
as  I  recovered  from  my  paflion  the  ufe  of  fpeech  and 
reafon,  I  broke  forth,  as  I  remember  (looking  upon 
England)  into  this  complaint : 

Ah, 
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A^h,  happy  ifle,  how  art  thou  chang'd  and  curs'd. 

Since  I  was  born,  and  knew  thee  firft  ! 
When  peace,  which  had  forfook  the  world  around 
(Frighted  with  noife,  and  the  flirill  trumpet's  found) 

Thee  for  a  private  place  of  reft. 

And  a  fecure  retirement,  chofe 

Wherein  to  build  her  halcyon  nefl ; 
No  wind  durit  Itir  abroad,  the  air  to  difcompofe : 

When  all  the  riches  of  the  globe  befide 

Flow'd  in  to  thee  with  every  tide ; 
When  all,  that  nature  did  thy  foil  deny. 
The  growth  was  of  thy  fruitful  induftry ; 

When  all  the  proud  and  dreadful  fea, 

And  all  his  tributary  ftreams, 

A  conftant  tribute  paid  to  thee ; 
When  all  the  liquid  world  was  one  extended  Thames ; 

When  plenty  in  each  village  did  appear. 
And  bounty  was  its  fteward  there  ; 

When  gold  walk'd  free  about  in  open  view. 

Ere  it  one  conquering  party's  prifoner  grew; 
When  the  religion  of  our  ftate 
Had  face  and  fubftance  with  her  voice. 
Ere  fhe,  by  her  foolifh  loves  of  late. 

Like  Echo  (once  a  Nymph)  tum'd  only  into  noife : 

When  men  to  men,  refpeft  and  friendlhip  bore. 

And  God  with  reverence  did  adore ; 
When  upon  earth  no  kingdom  could  have  Ihown 
A  happier  monarch  to  us,  than  our  own ; 

Y  4  And 
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And  yet  his  fubje<n.s  by  him  were 
(Which  is  a  truth  will  hardly  be 
Receiv'd  by  any  vulgar  ear, 
A  fecret  known  to  few)  made  happier  ev'n  than  he. 

Thou  doft  a  Chaos,  and  Confufion,  now, 

A  Babel,  and  a  Bedlam,  grow. 
And,  like  a  frantic  perfon,  thou  doft  tear 
The  ornaments  and  cloaths  which  thou  fhould'il  wear, 

And  cut  thy  limbs;  and,  if  we  fee 

(juft  as  thy  barbarous  Eritcns  did) 

Thy  body  with  hypocrify 
Painted  all  o'er,  thou  think'ft  thy  naked  fliame  is  hid. 

The  nations,  which  envied  thee  erewliile, 

Now  laugh  (too  little  'tis  to  fmile) ; 
They  laugh,  and  would  have  pitied  thee,  alas ! 
But  that  thy  faults  all  pity  do  furpafs. 

Art  thou  the  country,  which  didlt  hate 

And  mock  the  French  inconftancy  ? 

And  have  we,  have  we  feen  of  late 
Lcfs  change  of  habits  there,  than  governments  in  thee  ? 

Unhappy  ille  !  no  fhip  of  thine  at  fea. 

Was  ever  toft  and  torn  like  thee. 
Thy  naked  hulk  loofe  on  the  waves  does  beat. 
The  rocks  and  banks  around  her  ruin  tlircat; 

What  did  thy  foolifli  pilots  ail. 

To  lay  the  compafs  quite  afide  ? 

Without  a  law  or  rule  to  fail. 
And  rather  take  the  winds^  than  heavens,  to  be  their 
guide  ! 

Vet, 
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Yet,  mighty  God  !  yet,  yet,  we  humbly  crave. 
This  floating  ifle  from  Ihipwreck  fave ; 

And  though,  to  wafh  that  blood  which  does  it  ftain. 

It  well  deferve  to  fink  into  the  main  ; 
Yet,  for  the  royal  martyr's  prayer 
(The  royal  martyr  prays,  we  know) 
This  guilty,  perifhing  veflel  fpare ; 

Hear  but  his  foul  above,  and  not  his  blood  below  ! 

I  think  I  fhould  have  gone  on,  but  that  I  was  in- 
terrupted by  a  Itrange  and  terrible  apparition ;  for 
there  appeared  to  me  (arifing  out  of  the  earth,  as  I 
conceived)  the  figure  of  a  man,  taller  than  a  giant,  or 
indeed  than  the  fhadow  of  any  giant  in  the  evening. 
His  body  was  naked;  but  that  nakedncfs  adorned,  or 
rather  deformed,  all  over,  with  fevcral  figures,  after 
the  manner  of  the  ancient  Britons,  painted  upon  it : 
and  I  perceived  that  moft  of  them  were  the  reprefenta- 
tion  of  the  late  battles  in  our  civil  wars,  and  (if  I  be 
not  much  miftaken)  it  was  the  battle  of  Nafeby  that 
was  drawn  upon  his  breaft.  His  eyes  were  like  burn- 
ing brafs ;  and  there  were  three  crowns  of  the  lame 
metal  (as  I  gueffed),  and  that  looked  as  red-hot  too, 
upon  his  head.  He  held  in  his  right-hand  a  fvvord, 
that  was  yet  bloody,  and  neverthelefs  the  motto  of  it 
was,  "  Pax  quaeritur  bello;"  and  in  his  left  hand  a  thick 
book,  upon  the  back  of  which  was  written  in  letters 
of  gold,  Afts,  Ordinances,  Proteftations,  Covenants, 
Engagements,  Declarations,  Remonftrances,  &c. 

Though  this  fudden,  unufual,  and  dreadful  objedt 
might  have  quelled  a  greater  courage  than  mine ;  yet 

fo 
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fo  it  pleafed  God  (for  there  is  nothing  bolder  than  a 
man  in  a  vifion)  tliat  I  was  not  at  all  daunted,  but 
afked  him  refolutcly  and  briefly,  "  What  art  thou  i ' ' 
And  he  faid,  "I  am  called  the  north-welt  principa- 
lity, his  highnefs,  the  proteclor  of  the  commonwealth 
of  England,  Scotland,  and  Ireland,  and  the  dominions 
belonging  thereto ;  for  I  am  that  angel,  to  whom 
the  Almighty  has  committed  the  government  of  thofc 
three  kingdoms,  which  thou  feeft  from  this  place." 
And  I  anfwered  and  faid,  "  If  it  be  fo.  Sir,  it  feems 
to  me  that  for  almoft  thefe  twenty  years  pafl,  your 
highnefs  has  been  abfent  from  your  charge :  for  not 
only  if  any  angel,  but  if  any  wife  and  honell  man,  had 
fmce  that  time  been  our  governor,  we  fhould  not  have 
wandered  thus  long  in  thefe  laborious  and  endlefs 
labyrinths  of  confufion,  but  either  not  have  entered 
at  all  into  them,  or  at  lead  have  returned  back  ere  wc 
had  abfolutely  loll  our  way;  but,  inftead  of  your  high- 
nefs, we  have  had  fmce  fuch  a  proteftor,  as  was  his 
predeceflor  Richard  the  third  to  the  king  his  nephew ; 
for  he  prefencly  flew  the  commonwealth,  which  he 
pretended  to  proteft,  and  fet  up  himfelf  in  the  place  of 
it :  a  little  lefs  guilty  indeed  in  one  refpe(5t,  bccaufe 
the  other  flew  an  innocent,  and  this  man  did  but  mur- 
der a  murderer.  Such  a  protedor  we  have  had,  as  we 
w«uld  have  been  glad  to  have  changed  for  an  enemy, 
and  rather  received  a  conllant  Turk,  than  this  every 
month's  apoftate ;  fuch  a  protedor,  as  man  is  to  his 
flocks  which  he  fheers,  and  fells,  or  devours  himfelf, 
and  I  would  fain  know,  what  the  wolf,  which  he  pro- 
teds 
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teds  him  from,  could  do  more.  Such  a  protedor — " 
and  as  I  was  proceeding,  methoughts,  his  highnefs 
began  to  put  on  a  difpleafed  and  threatening  counte- 
nance, as  men  ufe  to  do  when  their  deareft  friends  hap- 
pen to  be  traduced  in  their  company  ;  which  gave  me 
the  firll  rife  of  jealoufy  againil  him,  for  I  did  not  be- 
lieve that  Cromwell  among  all  his  foreign  correfpond- 
ences  had  ever  held  any  with  angels.  However  I  was 
not  hardened  enough  yet  to  venture  a  quarrel  with  him 
then  :  and  therefore  (as  if  1  had  fpoken  to  the  pro- 
tedor  himfelf  in  Whitehall)  I  defired  him  "that  his 
highnefs  would  pleafe  to  pardon  me,  if  I  had  unwit- 
tingly fpoken  any  thing  to  the  difparagement  of  a  per- 
fon,  whofe  relations  to  his  highnefs  I  had  not  the  ho- 
nour to  know." 

At  which  he  told  me  "  that  he  had  no  other  con- 
cernment for  his  late  highnefs,  than  as  he  took  him  to 
be  the  greateft  man  that  ever  was  of  the  Engliih  nation, 
if  not  (faid  he)  of  the  whole  world ;  which  gives  me 
a  juft  title  to  the  defence  of  his  reputation,  fince  I  now 
account  myfelf,  as  it  were,  a  naturalized  Englifh  an- 
gel, by  having  had  fo  long  the  management  of  the 
affairs  of  that  country.  And  pray,  countryman  (faid 
he,  very  kindly  and  \'ery  flatteringly)  for  I  would  not 
have  you  fall  into  the  general  error  of  the  world,  tiiat 
detefts  and  decries  fo  extraordinary  a  virtue.  What 
can  be  more  extraordinary,  than  that  a  perfon  of  mean 
birth,  no  fortune,  no  eminent  qualities  of  body,  which 
have  fometlmes,  or  of  mind,  which  have  often,  raifed  men 
to  the  higheft  dignities,  fhould  have  the  courage  to  at- 
4  tempt. 
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tempt,  and  the  happinefs  to  fucceed  in,  fo  improbable  a 
defign,  as  the  deilrudion  of  one  of  the  moft  ancient  and 
moil;  folidly-founded  monarchies  upon  the  earth  ?  that  he 
Ihould  have  the  power  or  boldnefs  to  put  his  prince  and 
maftcr  to  an  open  and  infamous  death ;  to  banifn  that 
numerous  and  ftrongly-allicd  family;  to  do  all  this 
under  the  name  and  wages  of  a  parliament ;  to  trampk- 
upon  them  too  as  he  pleafed,  and  fpurn  them  out  of  doors, 
when  he  grew  weary  of  them  ;  to  raife  up  a  new  and 
unheard-of  monfler  out  of  their  afhes ;  to  ftifle  that  in 
the  very  infancy,  and  fet  up  himfelf  above  all  thing 
that  ever  were  called  fovereign  in  England ;  to  opprei 
all  his  enemies  by  arms,  and  all  his  friends  afterward 
by  artifice ;  to  ferve  all  parties  patiently  for  a  wliiK , 
and  to  command  them  viftorioufly  at  laft  ;  to  over-run 
each  corner  of  the  three  nations,  and  overcome  witii 
equal  facility  both  the  riches  of  the  fouth  and  the  po- 
verty of  the  north;  to  be  feared  and  courted  by  all  fo- 
reign princes,  and  adopted  a  brother  to  the  gods  of  the 
earth ;  to  call  together  parliaments  with  a  word  of  his 
pen,  and  fcatter  them  again  with  the  breath  of  his 
mouth  J.  to  be  humbly  and  daily  petitioned  that  he 
would  pleafe  to  be  hired,  at  the  rate  of  two  millions  a 
year,  to  be  the  mailer  of  thofe  who  had  hired  him  be- 
fore to  be  their  fervant;  to  have  the  ellates  and  lives  of 
three  kingdoms  as  much  at  his  difpofal,  as  was  the 
little  inheritance  of  his  father,  and  to  be  as  noble  and 
liberal  in  the  fpending  of  them ;  and  lallly  (for  there 
is  no  end  of  all  the  particulars  of  his  glory)  to  be- 
queath all  this  with  one  word  to  his  poltcrity ;  to  die 

with 
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with  peace  at  home,  and  triumph  abroad;  to  be  buried 
among  kings,  and  with  more  than  regal  folemnity; 
and  to  leave  a  name  behind  him,  not  to  be  extinguifh- 
ed,  but  with  the  whole  world ;  which,  as  it  is  now  too 
little  for  his  praifes,  fo  might  have  been  too  for  his 
conquells,  if  the  Ihort  line  of  his  human  life  could 
have  been  ftretched-out  to  the  extent  of  his  immortal 
defigns  *  r" 

By  this  fpeech,  I  began  to  underftand  perfedly  well 
what  kind  of  angel  his  pretended  highnefs  was ;  and 
having  fortified  myfelf  privately  with  a  fhort  mental 
prayer,  and  with  the  fign  of  the  crofs  (not  out  of  any 
fuperilition  to  the  fign,  but  as  a  recognition  of  my 
baptifm  in  Chrift),  I  grew  a  little  bolder,  and  replied 
in  this  manner  :  "  I  fhould  not  venture  to  oppofe  what 
you  are  pleafed  to  fay  in  commendation  of  the  late 
great,  and  (I  confefs)  extraordinary  perfon,  but  that 
I  remember  Chrift  forbids  us  to  give  aflent  to  any 
other  do6lrine  but  what  himfelf  has  taught  us,  even 
though  it  fhould  be  delivered  by  an  angel ;  and  if  fuch 
you  be.  Sir,  it  may  be  you  have  fpoken  all  this  rather 
to  try  than  to  tempt  my  frailty :  for  fure  I  am,  that 
Ave  muft  renounce  or  forget  all  the  laws  of  the  New 
and  Old  Teftament,  and  thofe  which  are  the  founda- 
tion of  both,  even  the  laws  of  moral  and  natural  ho- 
nefty,  if  we  approve  of  the  aftions  of  that  man  whom 
I  fuppofe  you  commend  by  irony. 

*  Mr.  Hume  has  inferted  this  charafter  of  Cromwell,  but  al- 
tered, as  he  fays,  in  fome  particulars  from  the  original,  in  his  hif- 
tory  of  Great-Britain.     Hu  r  d. 

There 
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There  would  be  no  end  to  inftance  in  the  particulars 
of  all  his  wickednefs ;  but,  to  fum  up  a  part  of  it 
briefly.  What  can  be  more  extraordinarily  wicked, 
than  for  a  perfon,  fuch  as  yourfelf,  qualify  him  rightly, 
to  endeavour  not  only  to  exalt  himfelf  above,  but  to 
trample  upon,  all  his  equals  and  betters  ?  to  pretend 
freedom  for  all  men,  and  under  the  help  of  that  pre- 
tence to  make  all  men  his  fervants  ?  to  take  arms 
againft  taxes  of  fcarce  two  hundred  thoufand  pounds 
a  year,  and  to  raife  them  himfelf  to  above  two  mil- 
lions ?  to  quarrel  for  the  lofs  of  three  or  four  ears, 
and  to  ftrike  off  three  or  four  hundred  heads  ?  to  fight 
againft  an  imaginary  fufpicion  of  I  know  not  what  ? 
two  thoufand  guards  to  be  fetched  for  the  king,  I 
know  not  from  whence,  and  to  keep  up  for  himfelf 
no  lefs  than  forty  thoufand  ?  to  pretend  the  defence 
of  parliaments,  and  violently  to  diflblve  all,  even  of 
his  own  calling,  and  almoft  choofing  ?  to  undertake 
the  reformation  of  religion,  to  rob  it  even  to  the 
very  flcin,  and  then  to  expofe  it  naked  to  the  rage  of 
all  fedls  and  herefies  ?  to  fet  up  counfels  of  rapine, 
and  courts  of  murder  ?  to  fight  againft  the  king  under 
a  commiflion  for  him;  to  take  him  forcibly  out  of 
the  hands  of  thofe  for  whom  he  had  conquered  him ; 
to  draw  him  into  his  net,  with  proteftations  and  vows 
of  fidelity ;  and  when  he  had  caught  him  in  it,  to  but- 
cher him,  with  as  little  fhame,  as  confcience  or  huma- 
nity, in  the  open  face  of  the  whole  world  ?  to  receive 
a  commiflion  for  the  king  and  parliament,  to  murder 
(as  I  faid)  the  one,  and  deftroy  no  lefs  impudently  the 

other  ? 
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other  ?  to  fight  agalnft  monarchy  when  he  declared  for 
it,  and  declare  againft  it  when  he  contrived  for  it  in 
his  own  perfon  ?  to  abafe  perfidioufly  and  fupplant  in- 
gratefully  his  own  general  *  firft,  and  afterwards  moft 
of  thofe  officers,  who,  with  the  lofs  of  their  honour, 
and  hazard  of  their  fouls,  had  lifted  him  up  to  the  top 
of  his  unreafonable  ambitions  ?  to  break  his  faith 
with  all  enemies  and  with  all  friends  equally  ?  and  to 
make  no  lefs  frequent  ufe  of  the  moft  folemn  perjuries, 
than  the  loofer  fort  of  people  do  of  cuftomary  oaths  ? 
to  ufurp  three  kingdoms  without  any  fliadow  of  the 
leafl  preteniions,  and  to  govern  them  as  unjuftly  as  he 
got  them  ?  to  fet  himfelf  up  as  an  idol  (which  we 
know,  as  St.  Paul  fays,  in  itfelf  is  nothing),  and  make 
the  very  Itreets  of  London  like  the  valley  of  Hinnon, 
by  burning  the  bowels  of  men  as  a  facrifice  to  his 
Molochfhip  ?  to  feek  to  entail  this  ufurpation  upon  his 
pofterity,  and  with  it  an  endlefs  war  upon  the  nation  ? 
and  laftly,  by  the  fevereft  judgment  of  Almighty 
God,  to  die  hardened,  and  mad,  and  unrepentant,  with 
the  curfes  of  the  prefent  age,  and  the  deteltation  of  all 
to  fucceed  ?" 

Though  I  had  much  more  to  fay  (for  the  life  of  man 
is  fo  fhort,  that  it  allows  not  time  enough  to  fpeak 
againft  a  tyrant) ;  yet,  becaufe  I  had  a  mind  to  hear 
how  my  ftrange  adverfary  would  behave  himfelf  upon 
this  fubjeft,  and  to  give  even  thd  devil  (as  they  fay)  his 
right  and  fair  play  in  a  difputation,  I  ftopped  here,  and 
expefted  (not  without  the  frailty  of  a  little  fear)  that  he 
*  Sir  Thomas  Fairfax. 
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Ihould  have  broke  into  a  violent  paflion  in  behalf  of 
his  favourite :  but  he  on  the  contrary  very  calmly,  and 
with  the  dove-like  innocencyof  a  ferpent  that  was  not 
yet  warmed  enough  to  fting,  thus  replied  to  me ; 

"  It  is  not  fo  much  out  of  my  afieiflion  to  that  per- 
fon  whom  we  difcourfe  of  (whofe  greatnefs  is  too  folid 
to  be  fliaken  by  the  breath  of  an  oratory),  as  for  your 
own  fake  (honeft  countryman),  whom  I  conceive  to 
err,  rather  by  miflake  tlian  out  of  malice,  that  I  fhall 
endeavour  to  reform  your  uncharitable  and  unjuft  opi- 
nion. And,  in  the  firft  place,  I  muft  needs  put  you  in 
mind  of  a  fentence  of  the  moft  ancient  of  the  heathen 
divines,  that  you  men  are  acquainted  withal, 

Ofc'%'  c^iac  y.a]«/:*£»ojau   Itt    a.vo^xo'iv  ivy(iiaioiavsn. 
'Tis  wicked  with  infulting  feet  to  tread 
Upon  the  monuments  of  the  dead. 

And  the  intention  of  the  reproof  there,  is  no  lefs  pro- 
per for  this  fubjeft ;  for  it  is  fpoken  to  a  perfon  who 
was  proud  and  infolent  againft  thofe  dead  men,  to  whom 
he  had  been  humble  and  obedient  whilft  they  lived," 

*'  Your  highnefs  may  pleafe  (faid  I)  to  add  the 
verfe  tliat  follows,  as  no  lefs  proper  for  this  fubjedl: 

Whom  God's  juft  doom  and  their  own  fins  have  fent 
Already  to  their  punifhment. 

But  I  take  this  to  be  the  rule  in  the  cafe,  that,  when 
we  fix  any  infamy  upon  deceafed  perfons,  it  fhould  not 
he  done  out  of  hatred  to  the  dead,  but  out  of  love  and 

charity 
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cliarlty  to  the  living :  that  the  curfes,  which  only  re- 
main in  men's  thoughts,  and  dare  not  come  forth 
againft  tyrants  (becaufe  they  are  tyrants)  whilft  they 
are  fo,  may  at  lead  be  for  ever  fettled  and  engraven 
upon  their  memories,  to  deter  all  others  from  the  like 
wickednefs ;  which  elfe,  in  the  time  of  their  foolifh 
profperity,  the  flattery  of  their  own  hcartsj  and  of 
other  men's  tongues,  would  not  fuffer  them  to  perceiv^e. 
Ambition  is  fo  fubtile  a  tempter,  and  the  corruption  of 
human  nature  fo  fufceptible  of  the  temptation,  that  a 
man  can  hardly  refift  it,  be  he  never  fo  much  fore- 
warned of  the  evil  confequences ;  much  lefs  if  he  find 
not  only  the  concurrence  of  the  prefent,  but  the  appro- 
bation too  of  following  ages,  which  have  the  liberty 
to  judge  more  freely.  The  mifchief  of  tyranny  is  too 
great,  even  in  the  fhorteft  time  that  it  can  continue;  it 
is  endlefs  and  infupportable,  if  the  example  be  to  reign 
too;  and  if  a  Lambert  muft  be  invited  to  follow  the 
rteps  of  a  Cromwell,  as  well  by  the  voice  of  honour, 
as  by  the  fight  of  pov\er  and  riches.  Though  it  may 
feem  to  fome  fimtaftically,  yet  was  it  wifely,  done  of  the 
Syracufans,  to  implead  with  the  forms  of  their  ordi- 
nary juftice,  to  condemn  and  deftroy,  even  the  ftatues 
of  all  their  tyrants :  if  it  were  pofTible  to  cut  them  out 
of  all  hlflory,  and  to  extinguilh  their  very  names,  I  am 
of  opinion  that  it  ought  to  be  done;  but,  fmce  they 
have  left  behind  them  too  deep  wounds  to  be  ever  clofed 
up  without  a  fear*  at  lead  let  us  fet  fuch  a  mark  upon 
their  memory,  that  men  of  the  fame  wicked  inclina- 
tions may  be  no  lefs  affrighted  with  their  lafling  igno- 
Voi..  Mil.  Z  mlny, 
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miny,  than  enticed  by  their  momentary  glories.  And, 
that  your  highnefs  may  perceive,  that  I  fpealc  not  all 
tills  out  of  any  private  animofity  agalnft  the  perfon  of 
the  late  protedor,  I  affure  you,  upon  my  faith,  that  I 
bear  no  more  hatred  to  his  name,  than  I  do  to  that  of 
Marius  or  Sylla,  who  never  did  me,  or  any  friend  of 
mine,  the  leaft  injury ;"  and  with  that,  tranfported  i 
a  holy  fury,  I  fell  into  this  fudden  rapture : 

Curft  be  the  man  (what  do  I  wifh  ?  as  though 

The  wretch  already  were  not  fo ; 
But  curft  on  let  him  be)  who  thinks  it  brave 

And  great,  his  countrey  *  to  enflave ; 

Who  feeks  to  overpoife  alone 

The  balance  of  a  nation  ; 

Againft  the  whole  but  naked  ftate. 
Who  in  his  own  light  fcale  makes  up  with  arms  the 
weight : 

Who  of  his  nation  loves  to  be  the  firft. 

Though  at  the  rate  of  being  worft ; 
Wlio  would  be  rather  a  great  monfter,  than 

A  well-proportion'd  man. 

The  fon  of  earth  with  hundred  hands 

Upon  his  three-pil'd  mountain  ftands, 

*  Co-jntr^y.]  This  word,  in  the  fcnfe  of  f atria,  or  as  including 
:n  it  the  idea  of  a  civil  ccijiitution,  is  always  fpclt  by  Mr.  Cowley, 
1  obferve,  with  an  e  before  y, — countrty ; — in  the  fenfe  of  raj, 
without  ail  e, — country;  and  this  diftindion,  for  the  fake  of  per- 
fplcuity,  may  be  worth  preferving.    Hurd. 
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Till  thunder  ftrikes  him  from  the  fky ; 
The  fon  of  earth  again  in  his  earth's  womb  does  lie. 

What  blood,  confufion,  ruin,  to  obtain 

A  fliort  and  miferable  reign  ! 
In  what  oblique  and  humble  creeping  wife 

Does  the  mifchicvous  ferpent  rife  ! 

But  even  his  forked  tongue  ftrikes  dead: 

When  he  has  rear'd  up  his  wicked  head. 

He  murders  with  his  mortal  frown ; 
A  bafdifk  he  grows,  if  once  he  get  a  crown. 

But  no  guards  can  oppofe  aflaulting  fears. 

Or  undermining  tears. 
No  more  than  doors  or  clofe-arawn  curtains  keep 

The  fwarming  dreams  out,  when  we  fleep. 

That  bloody  confcicnce,  too,  of  his 

(For,  oh,  a  rebel  red-coat  'tis) 

Does  here  his  early  hell  begin. 
He  fees  Lis  flaves  without,  his  tyrant  feels  withm- 

Let,  gracious  God  1  let  never  more  thine  hand 
Lift  up  this  rod  againft  our  land  ! 

A  tyrant  is  a  rod  and  ferpent  too. 

And  brings  worfe  plagues  than  Egypt  knew. 
What  rivers  ftain'd  with  blood  have  been  1 
What  ftornL.and  hail-fhot  have  we  feen  1 
What  fores  deform'd  the  ulcerous  ftate  1 

What  darknefs,  to  be  felt,  has  buried  us  of  late  ! 

How  has  it  fnatch'd  cur  flocks  and  herds  ?.v/ay ! 
And  made  even  of  our  fons  a  prey  ! 

Z  2  What 
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■W^hat  croaking  fefts  and  vermin  has  it  fent. 

The  reftlefs  nation  to  torment ! 

What  greedy  troops,  what  armed  power 

Of  flies  and  loculb,  to  devour 

The  land,  which  every  where  they  fill ! 
Nor  fly  they.  Lord  1  away ;  no,  they  devour  It  ftill. 

Come  the  eleventh  plague,  rather  than  this  fliould  be ; 

Come  fink  us  rather  in  the  fea. 
Come  rather  pelHlence,  and  reap  us  down  ; 

Come  God's  fword  rather  than  our  own. 

Let  rather  Roman  come  again. 

Or  Saxon,  Norman,  or  the  Dane: 

In  all  the  bonds  we  ever  bore. 
We  griev'd,  we  figh'd,  we  wept;  we  never  blufti'tl, 
before. 

If  by  our  fins  the  divine  juflice  be 

Call'd  to  this  laft  extremity. 
Let  fome  denouncing  Jonas  firft  be  fent. 

To  try,  if  England  can  repent. 

Methinks,  at  leaft.  Tome  prodigy. 
Some  dreadful  comet  from  on  high. 

Should  terribly  forewarn  the  earth. 
As  of  good  princes  death,  fo  of  a  tyrant's  birth." 

Here,  the  fpirit  of  vcrfc  beginning  a  little  to  fail,  1 
ft;opt :  and  his  highncfs,  fmiling,  faid,  "  I  was  glad  to 
fee  you  engaged  in  the  cnclofure  of  metre  j  for,  if  you 
had  ftaid  in  the  open  plain  of  declaiming  againfl:  the 
word  tyrant,  I  mult  have  h.ad  patience  for  half  a  dozen 

hours. 
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hours,  till  you  had  tired  yourfelf  as  well  as  me.  But 
pray,  countryman,  to  avoid  this  fciomachy,  or  imagi- 
nary combat  with  words,  let  me  know,  Sir,  what  you 
mean  by  the  name  of  tyrant,  for  I  remember  that, 
among  your  ancient  authors,  not  only  all  kings,  but 
even  Jupiter  himfelf  {your  juvans  paferj  is  fo  termed; 
and  perhaps,  as  it  was  ufed  formerly  in  a  good  fenfe, 
fo  we  fliall  find  it,  upon  better  confideration,  to  be  ftill 
a  good  thing  for  the  benefit  and  peace  of  mankind ;  at 
leaft,  it  will  appear  whetiier  your  interpretation  of  it 
may  be  juftly  applied  to  the  perfon,  who  is  now  the 
fubjedl  of  our  difcourfe." 

"  I  call  him  (faid  I)  a  tyrant,  who  either  intrudes 
himfelf  forcibly  into  the  government  of  his  fellow-ci- 
tizens without  any  legal  authority  over  them ;  or  who, 
having  a  jufl  title  to  the  government  of  a  people, 
abufes  it  to  the  deftruftion  or  tormenting  of  them.  So 
that  all  tyrants  are  at  the  fame  time  ufurpers,  either  of 
the  whole,  or  at  leaft  of  a  part,  of  that  power  which 
they  aflume  to  themfelves ;  and  no  lefs  are  they  to  be 
accounted  rebels,  fmce  no  man  can  ufurp  authority  over 
others,  but  by  rebelling  againft  them  who  had  it  before, 
or  at  leaft  againft  thole  laws  which  were  his  fupericrs : 
and  in  all  thefe  fenfes,  no  hiftory  can  afford  us  a  more 
evident  example  of  tyranny,  or  more  out  of  all  pcfli- 
bility  of  excufe  or  palliation,  than  that  of  the  perfon 
whom  you  are  pleafed  to  defend ;  whether  we  confidcr 
his  reiterated  rebellions  againft  all  his  fuperiors,  or  his 
ufurpation  of  the  fupreme  power  to  himfelf,  or  his  ty- 
ranny in  the  exercife  of  it :  and,  if  lawful  princes  have 
Z  3  been 
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been  efteemed  tyrants,  by  not  containing  themfch'es 
within  the  bounds  of  thofe  laws  which  have  been  left 
them,  as  the  fphere  of  their  authority,  by  their  fore- 
fathers, what  fhall  we  fay  of  that  man,  who,  having 
by  right  no  power  at  all  in  this  nation,  could  not  con- 
tent himfelf  with  that  which  had  fatisfied  tlie  moft  am-- 
bitious  of  our  princes  ?  nay,  not  with  thofe  vaftly  ex- 
tended limits  of  fovereignty,  which  he  (difdaining  all 
that  had  been  prefcribed  and  obferved  before)  was 
pleafed  (out  of  great  modefty)  to  fet  to  himfelf;  not 
abftaining  from  rebellion  and  ufurpation  even  againft 
his  own  laws,  as  well  as  thofe  of  the  nation?" 

"  Hold,  friend,  (faid  his  highnefs,  pulling  me  by 
my  arm)  for  I  fee  your  zeal  is  tranfporting  you  again; 
whether  the  proteftor  were  a  tyrant  in  the  exorbitant 
exercife  of  his  power,  we  ftiall  fee  anon ;  it  is  requifite 
to  examine,  firft,  whether  he  were  fo  in  the  ufurpation 
of  it.  And  I  fay,  that  not  only  he,  but  no  man  elfe, 
ever  was,  or  can  be  fo;  and  that  for  thefe  reafons. 
Firft,  becaufe  all  power  belongs  only  to  God,  who  is 
the  fource  and  fountain  of  it,  as  kings  arc  of  all  ho- 
nours in  their  dominions.  Princes  are  but  his  viceroys 
in  the  little  provinces  of  tlus  world ;  and  to  fome  he 
gives  their  places  for  a  few  years,  to  fome  for  their 
lives,  and  to  others  (upon  ends  or  deferts  beil  known 
to  himfelf,  or  merely  for  his  undifputable  good  plca- 
fure)  he  beftows,  as  it  were,  leafes  upon  them,  and 
their  poflcricy,  for  fuch  a  date  of  time  as  is  prefixed 
in  that  patent  of  their  deftiny,  wliich  is  not  legible  to 
you   men  below,     Nciiiicr  is   it  more   unlawful   for 

Oliver 
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Oliver  to  fucceed  Charles  In  the  kingdom  of  England, 
when  God  fo  difpofes  of  it,  than  it  had  been  for  him 
to  have  fucceeded  the  Lord  Strafford  in  the  lieutenancy 
of  Ireland,  if  he  had  been  appointed  to  it  by  the  king 
then  reigning.     Men  are  in  both  the  cafes  obliged  to 
obey  him  whom  they  fee  aflually  inverted  with  the 
authority,  by  that  fovereign  from  whom  he  ought  to 
derive  it,  without  difputing  or  examining  the  caufes, 
either  of  the  removal  of  the  one,  or  the  preferment  of 
the  other.     Secondly,  becaufe  all  power  is  attained, 
either  by  the  eleftion  and  confent  of  the  people  (and 
that  takes  away  your  objeftion  of  forcible  intrufion) ; 
or  elfe  by  a  conquefl:  of  them  (and  that  gives  fuch  a 
legal  authority  as  you  mention  to  be  wanting  in  the 
ufurpation  of  a  tyrant) ;  fo  that  either  this  title  is  right, 
and  then  there  are  no  ufurpers,  or  elfe  it  is  a  wrong  one, 
and  then  there  arc  none  elfe  but  ufurpers,  if  you  exa- 
mine the  original  pretences  of  the  princes  of  the  world. 
Thirdly   (which,  quitting  the   difpute  in  general,  is 
a  particular  j  unification  of  his  highnefs)   the  govern- 
ment of  England  was  totally  broken  and  difTolved,  and 
extinguilhed  by  the  confufions  of  a  civil  war ;  fo  that  his 
highnefs  could  not  be  accufed  to  have  poffeffed  himfelf 
\  iolently  of  the  ancient  building  of  the  commonwealth, 
but  to  have  prudently  and  peaceably  built  up  a  new 
one  out  of  the  ruins  and  afhes  of  the  former ;  and  he, 
v.'ho  after  a  deplorable  fhipwreck,  can  with  extraor- 
dinary  induilry   gather   together   the   difperfed   and 
broken  planks   and   pieces    of  it,    and  with  no  lefs 
V/cnderful  art  and  felicity  fo  rejoin  them,  as  to  make  a 
Z  4  new 
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new  veflel  more  tight  and  beautiful  than  the  old  one, 
defervcs,  no  doubt,  to  have  the  command  of  her  (even 
as  his  highnefs  had)   by  the  defire  of  the  feamcn  and 
padengers   themfelves.     And  do  but  confider,  lalll',' 
(for  1  omit  a  multitude  of  weighty  things,  that  might 
be  fpoken  upon  this  noble  argument)  do  but  confider 
fcrioufly  and  impartially  with  yourfelf,  what  admirable 
parts  of  wit  and  prudence,  what  indefatigable  diligence 
and  invincible  courage,  muft  of  neceflity  have  con- 
curred in  the  perfon  of  that  man,  who,  from  fo  con- 
temptible   beginnings    (as    I    obferved    before),    and 
through  fo  many  thoufand  difliculties,  was  able  not 
only  to  make  himfelf  the  greateft  and  moft  abfolute 
monarch  of  this  nation,  but  to  add  to  it  the  entire 
conqueft  of  Ireland  and  Scotland    (which  the  whole 
force  of  the  world,  joined  with  the    Roman    virtue, 
could  never  attain    to)  ;  and  to   crown  all   this  with 
illullrious    and   heroical    undertakings    and    fuccefies 
upon  all  our  foreign  enemies:  do  but  (I  fay  again) 
confider  this,  and  you  will  confefs,  that  his  prodi- 
gious merits  were  a  better  title  to  imperial  dignity, 
than  the  blood  of  an  hundred  royal  progenitors ;  and 
will  rather  lament  that  he  lived  not  to  overcome  more 
nations,  than  envy  him  the  conqueft  and  dominion  of 
thefe." 

"  Whoever  you  are,  faid  I  ( my  indignation 
making  me  fomcwhat  bolder)  your  difcourfe,  me- 
thinks,  becomes  as  little  the  perfon  of  a  tutelar  angel, 
as  Cromwell's  adions  did  that  of  a  protedor.  It  is 
upon  thcfe  principles,  tliat  all  the  great  crimes  of  tlic 
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world  have  been  committed,  and  moft  particularly  thofe 
which  I  have  had  the  misfortune  to  fee  in  my  own 
time,  and  in  my  own  country.     If  thefe  be  to  be  al- 
lowed, we  niuft  break  up  human  fociety,  retire  into 
the  woods,  and  equally  there  ftand  upon  our  guards 
againft  our    brethren  mankind,    and   our  rebels    the 
wild  hearts.     For,  if  there  can  be  no  ufurpation  upon 
the  rights  of  a  whole  nation,  there  can  be  none  moft 
certainly  upon  thofe  of  a  private  perfon  ;  and,  if  the 
robbers  of  countries  be  God's  vicegerents,  there  is  no 
doubt  but  the  thieves  and   banditos,  and  murderers, 
are  his  under-oEcers.     It  is  true  which  you  fay,  that 
God  is  the  fource  and  fountain  of  all  power ;  and  it 
is  no  lefs  true,  that  he  is  the  creator  of  ferpents,  as 
well  as  angels ;  nor  does  his  goodnefs  fail  of  its  ends, 
even  in  the  malice  of  his  own  creatures.    What  power 
he  fufFers  the  devil  to  exercife  in  this  world,  is  too 
apparent  by  our  daily  experience  ;   and    by  nothing 
more  than  the  late  monftrous  iniquities  which  you  dif- 
pute  for,  and  patronize  in  England :  but  would  you 
infer  from  thence,  that  the  power  of  the  devil  is  a  juft 
and  lawful  one ;  and  that  all  men  ought,  as  well  as 
moft  men  do,  obey  him  ?   God  is  the  fountain  of  all 
powers ;  but  feme  flow   from   the  right  hand  (as  it 
were)  of  his  goodnefs,  and  others  from  the  left  hand 
ofhisjuftice;  and  the  world,  like  an  ifland  between 
thefe  two  rivers,  is  fometimes  refreftied  and  nouriflied 
by  the  one,  and  fometimes  over-run  and  ruined  by  the 
other ;  and  (to  continue  a  little  farther  the  allegory) 
we  are  never  ov  envhelmed  with  the  latter,  till,  either  by 

our 
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our  malice  or  negligence,  we  have  flopped  and  dammed 
up  the  former. 

But  to  come  a  little  clofer  to  your  argument,  or 
rather  the  image  of  an  argument,  your  fimilitude.  If 
Cromwell  had  come  to  command  in  Ireland,  in  the 
place  of  the  late  Lord  Strafford,  1  Ihould  have  yielded 
obedience,  not  for  the  equipage,  and  the  ftrength,  and 
the  guards  which  he  brought  with  him,  but  for  the 
commiflion  which  he  (hould  firft  have  fhewed  me  from 
our  common  fovereign  that  fent  him  ;  and,  if  he  could 
have  done  that  from  God  Almighty,  I  would  have 
obeyed  him  too  in  England ;  but  that  he  was  fo  far 
from  being  able  to  do,  that,  on  the  contrary,  I  read 
nothing  but  commands,  and  even  public  proclamations, 
from  God  Almighty,  not  to  admit  him. 

Your  fecond  argument  is,  that  he  had  the  fame 
right  for  his  authority,  that  is  the  foundation  of  all 
others,  even  the  right  of  conqueft.  Are  we  then  fo 
unhappy  as  to  be  conquered  by  the  perfon  whom  we 
hired  at  a  daily  rate,  like  a  labourer,  to  conquer  others 
for  us  ?  Did  we  furnifh  him  with  arms,  only  to  draw 
and  try  upon  our  enemies  (as  we,  it  feems,  falfely 
thought  them),  and  keep  them  for  ever  (heathed  in 
the  bowels  of  his  friends  ?  Did  we  fight  for  liberty 
againll  our  prince,  that  we  might  become  flaves  to 
our  fervant  ?  This  is  fuch  an  impudent  pretence,  as 
neither  he  nor  any  of  his  flatterers  for  him  had  ever 
the  face  to  mention.  Though  it  can  hardly  be 
fpoken  or  thought  of  without    pallion,   yet  I    Ihall, 
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if  you  pleafe,  argue  it  more  calmly  than  the  cafe  de- 
ferves. 

The  right,  certainly,  of  conqueft  can  only  be  exer- 
cifcd  upon  thofe  againft  whom  the  war  Is  declared,  and 
the  viflory  obtained.  So  that  no  whole  nation  can  be 
faid  to  be  conquered,  but  by  foreign  free.  In  all 
civil  wars,  men  are  fo  far  from  Hating  the  quarrel 
againll  their  country,  that  they  do  it  only  agaruil:  a 
perfon,  or  party,  which  they  really  bcucve,  or  at  ieaft 
pretend,  to  be  pernicious  to  it ;  neither  can  there  be 
any  juft  caufe  for  the  deilrudion  of  a  part  of  the  body, 
but  when  it  is  done  for  the  prefervation  and  fafety  of 
the  whole.  It  is  our  country  that  ralfes  men  in  the 
quarrel,  our  country  that  arms,  cur  country  that  pays 
them,  our  country  that  authorizes  the  undertaking, 
and  by  that  diftinguiflies  it  from  rapine  and  murder ; 
laflly,  it  is  our  country  that  direfts  and  commands  the 
army,  and  is  indeed  their  general.  So  that  to  fay,  in 
civil  wars,  that  the  prevailing  party  conquers  their 
country,  is  to  fay,  the  country  conquers  itfelf.  And, 
if  the  general  only  of  that  party  be  the  copqueror,  the 
army,  by  which  he  is  made  fo,  is  no  lefs  conquered 
than  the  army  which  is  beaten,  and  have  as  little  rea- 
fon  to  triumph  in  that  vIiElory,  by  which  they  lofe 
both  their  honour  and  liberty.  So  that,  if  Cromwell 
conquered  any  party.  It  was  only  that  againft  which 
he  was  fent ;  and  what  that  was,  muft  appear  by  his 
commiffion.  It  was  (fays  that)  againft  a  company  of 
evil  counfellors,  and  difaft'efted  perfons,  who  kept  the 
king  from  a  good  intelligence  and  conjundion  with  his 

people. 
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people.  It  was  not  then  againft  the  people.  It  is  Co 
far  from  being  fo,  that  even  of  that  party  which  was 
beaten,  the  conqueft  did  not  belong  to  Cromwell,  but 
to  the  parliament  which  employed  him  in  their  fervice, 
or  rather  indeed  to  the  king  and  parliament,  for  whofe 
fervice  (if  there  had  been  any  faith  in  men's  vows  and 
proteftations)  the  wars  were  undertaken.  Merciful 
God  !  did  the  right  of  this  mifcrable  conqueft  remain 
then  in  his  majefty ;  and  didft  thou  fufFer  him  to  be 
deftroyed,  with  more  barbarity  than  if  he  had  been 
conquered  even  by  Savages  and  Canibals  ?  Was  it  for 
king  and  parliament  that  we  fought ;  and  has  it  fared 
with  them  juft  as  with  the  army  which  we  fouo-ht 
againft,  the  one  part  being  flain,  and  the  other  fled  ? 
It  appears  therefore  plainly,  that  Cromwell  was  not  a 
conqueror,  but  a  thief  and  robber  of  the  rights  of 
the  king  and  parliament,  and  an  ufurper  upon  thofe  of 
the  people.  I  do  not  here  deny  conqueft  to  be  fome- 
timcs  (though  it  be  very  rarely)  a  true  title ;  but  I 
deny  this  to  be  a  true  conqueft.  Sure  I  am,  that  the 
race  of  our  princes  came  not  in  by  fuch  a  one.  One 
nation  may  conquer  another  fometimes  juftly;  and  if 
it  be  unjuftly,  yet  ftill  it  is  a  true  conqueft,  and  they 
are  to  anfwer  for  the  injuftice  only  to  God  Almightv 
(having  nothing  elfe  in  authority  above  them),  and 
not  as  particular  rebels  to  their  country,  which  is, 
and  ought  always  to  be,  their  fuperior  and  their  lord. 
If  perhaps  we  find  ufurpation  inftead  of  conqueft  in  the 
original  titles  of  fome  royal  families  abroad  (as  no 
doubt  there  have   been   many  ufurpers   before  ours, 

though 
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though  none  in  fo  impudent  and  execrable  a  manner), 
all  I  can  fay  for  them  is,  that  their  title  was  very 
weak,  till,  by  length  of  time,  and  the  death  of  all 
jufter  pretenders,  it  became  to  be  the  true,  becaufe  it 
was  the  only  one. 

Your  third  defence  of  his  highnefs  (as  your  high- 
nefs  pleafes  to  call  him)  enters  in  moft  feafonably  after 
his  pretence  of  conqueft ;  for  then  a  man  may  fay  any 
thing.     The  government  was  broken ;  who  broke  it  ? 
It    was   difTolved ;    who    diflblved  it  f  It   was    extin- 
guiihed ;  who   was  it,  but  Cromwell,  who   not  only 
put  out  the  light,  but  call  away  even  the  very  fnufF  of 
it  r   As  if  a  man  iliould  murder  a  whole  family,  and 
then  pofTefs  himfelf  of  the  houfe,  becaufe  it  is  better 
that  he,  than  that  only  rats,  ftiould  live  there,     jefus 
God  !    (faid  I,  and  at  that  word  I  perceived  my  pre- 
tended angel  to  give  a  ftart  and  trembled,  but  I  took 
no  notice  of  it,  and  went  on)  this  were  a  wicked  pre- 
tenfion,  even  though  the  whole  family  were  deftroyed ; 
but  the  heirs  (blefled  be  God  !)  are  yet  furviving,  and 
likely  to  out-live  all  heirs  of  their  difpofleffors,  befides 
their   infamy.     "Rode,  caper,  vitem,  &c."     There 
will  be  yet  wine  enough  left  for  the  facrifice  of  thofe 
v/ild  hearts,  that  have  made  fo  much  fpoil  in  the  vine- 
yard.    But  did  Cromwell  think,  like  Nero,  to  fet  the 
city  on  fire,  only  that  he  might  have  the  honour  of 
being  founder  of  a  new  and  more  beautiful  one .''  He 
could  not  have  fuch  a  ftiadow  of  virtue  in  his  wicked- 
nefs ;  he  meant  only  to  rob  more  fecurely  and  more 
richly  in  midll  of  the  combuftionj  he  little  thought 

then 
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then  that  he  ftiould  ever  have  been  able  to  make  him- 
felf  mafter  of  the'palace,  as  well  as  plunder  the  goods 
of  the  commonwealth.  He  was  glad  to  fee  the  public 
veflel  (the  fovereign  of  the  feas)  in  as  defperate  a  con- 
dition as  his  own  little  canoe,  and  thought  only,  with 
fomc  fcattered  planks  of  that  great  ihipwreck,  to  make 
a  better  fifherboat  for  himfelf  But  when  he  faw  that^ 
by  the  drowning  of  the  mailer  (whom  he  himfelf 
treacheroufly  knocked  on  the  head,  as  he  was  fwim- 
ming  for  his  life),  by  the  flight  and  difpcrfion  of 
others,  and  cowardly  patience  of  the  remaining  com- 
pany, that  all  was  abandoned  to  his  pleafure ;  with 
the  old  hulk,  and  new  mif-fhapen  and  difagreeing 
pieces  of  his  own,  he  made  up,  with  much  ado,  that 
piratical  velfel  which  we  have  feen  him  command,  and 
which,  how  tight  indeed  it  was,  may  bell  be  judged  by 
its  perpetual  leaking. 

Firft  then  (much  more  wicked  than  thofe  foolifh 
daughters  in  the  fable,  who  cut  their  old  father  into 
pieces,  in  hope  by  charms  and  witchcraft  to  make 
him  young  and  lufty  again),  this  n>an  endeavoured  to 
deftroy  the  building,  before  he  could  imagine  in  what 
mamier,  with  v/hat  materials,  by  what  workmen,  or 
what  architeft,  it  was  to  be  rebuilt.  Secondly,  if  he 
had  dreamt  himfelf  to  be  able  to  revive  that  body 
which  he  had  killed,  yet  it  had  been  but  the  infup- 
portable  infolence  of  an  ignorant  mountebank ;  and 
thirdly  (which  concerns  us  nearelt),  tiiat  very  new 
thing,  which  he  made  out  of  the  ruins  of  the  old,  is 
no  more  like  the  original,  eitlier  for  beauty,  ufe,  or 

duration. 
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duration,  than  an  artificial  plant,  raifed  by  the  fire  of 
a  chemift,  is  comparable  to  the  true  and  natural  one 
which  he  firft  burnt,  that  out  of  the  afhes  of  it  he 
might  produce  an  imperfeft  fimiiitude  of  his  own 
making. 

Your  lafi:  argument  is  fuch  (when  reduced  to  fyl- 
logifm),  that  the  major  propofition  of  it  would  make 
flrange  work  in  the  world,  if  it  were  received  for 
truth  ;  to  wit,  that  he  who  has  the  bell  parts  in  a  na- 
tion, has  the  right  of  being  king  over  it.  Wc  had 
enough  to  do  here  of  old  with  the  contention  between 
two  branches  of  the  fame  family :  what  would  become 
of  us,  when  every  man  in  England  Ihould  lay  his 
claim  to  the  government  ?  And  truly,  if  Cromwell 
fhould  have  commenced  his  plea,  when  he  feems  to 
have  begun  his  ambition,  there  were  few  perfons  be- 
fides,  that  might  not  at  the  fame  time  have  put  m 
theirs  too.  But  his  deferts,  I  fappofe,  you  will  date 
from  the  fame  term  that  I  do  his  great  demerits,  that 
is,  from  the  beginning  of  our  late  calamities  (for,  as 
for  his  private  faults  before,  I  can  only  wifii,  and 
that  with  as  much  charity  to  him  as  to  the  public^ 
that  he  had  continued  in  them  till  his  death,  rather 
than  changed  them  for  thofe  of  his  latter  days)  ;  and 
therefore  we  mud  begin  the  confideration  of  his  greatnefs- 
from  the  unlucky  sera  of  our  own  misfortunes ;  which 
puts  me  in  mind  of  what  was  faid  lefs  truly  of  Pompey 
the  Great,  "Noftra  miferia  magnus  es."  But,  be- 
caufe  the  general  ground  of  your  argumentation  con- 
fiils  in  this,  that  all  men  who  are  efFeders  of  extraor- 
dinary 
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dinary  mutations  in  the  world,  muft  needs  have  evtra- 
ordinary  forces  of  nature,  by  which  they  are  enabled 
to  turn  about,  as  they  plcafc,  fo  great  a  wheel ;  1  fhall 
fpeak  firft  a  few  words  upon  this  univerfal  propofition, 
which  feenns  fo  reafonable,  and  is  fo  popular,  before  1 
defccnd  to  the  particular  examination  of  the  eminences 
of  that  perfon  which  is  in  quellion. 

I  have  often  obferved  (with  all  fubmiflion  and  re- 
ilgnation  of  fpirit  to  the  infcrutable  myfterics  of  Eter- 
nal Providence),  that  when  the  fulnefs  and  maturity 
of  time  is  come,  that  produces  the  great  confu£ons 
and  changes  in  the  world,  it  ufually  pleafes  God  to 
make  it  appear,  by  the  manner  of  them,  that  they  are 
not  the  efFeds  of  human  force  or  policy,  but  of  the 
divine  jufticc  and  predeftination ;  and,  though  we  fee 
a  man,  like  that  which  we  call  Jack  of  the  clock - 
houfe,  ftriking,  as  it  were,  the  hour  of  that  fulnefs  of 
time,  yet  our  reafon  muft  needs  be  convinced,  that 
the  hand  is  moved  by  fome  fecret,  and,  to  us  who 
fiand  without,  invifible  direi^on.  And  the  llream  of 
the  current  is  then  fo  violent,  that  the  ftrongeft  men 
in  the  world  cannot  draw  up  againft  it ;  and  none 
are  fo  weak,  but  they  may  fail  dou  n  with  it.  Thefe 
are  the  fpring-tides  of  public  affairs,  which  wc  fee 
often  happen,  but  feek  in  vain  to  difcover  any  certain 
caufes : 

— Omnia  fluminis 
Ritu  feruntur,  nunc  medio  alveo 
Cum  pace  delabentis  Etrufcum 

In  mare,  nunc  lapides  adcfos, 

Stirpefque 
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Stirpefque  raptas,  &  pecus  &  domos 
Volventis  una,  non  fine  montium 
Clamore,  vicina:que  fylvan ; 
Cum  tera  diluvies  quietos 
Irrltat  amnes.  Hor.  3  Carm.  xxix. 

And  one  man  then,  by  malicioufly  opening  all  the 
fluices  that  he  can  come  at,  can  never  be  the  fole  au- 
thor of  all  this  (though  he  may  be  as  guilty  as  if 
really  he  were,  by  intending  and  imagining  to  be  fo)  ; 
but  it  is  God  that  brealcs  up  the  flood-gates  of  fo  ge- 
neral a  deluge,  and  all  the  art  then  and  induftry  of 
mankind  is  not  fufficient  to  raife  up  dikes  and  ram- 
parts againft  it.  In  fuch  a  time  it  was  as  this,  that 
not  all  the  wifdcm  and  power  of  the  Roman  fenate, 
nor  the  wit  and  eloquence  of  Cicero,  nor  the  courage 
and  virtue  of  Brutus,  was  able  to  defend  their  coun- 
try, or  themfelves,  againft  the  unexperienced  rafhnefs 
cf  a  beardlefs  boy,  and  the  loofe  rage  of  a  voluptuous 
madman.  The  valour  and  prudent  counfels  on  the  one 
iide  are  made  fruitlcfs,  and  the  errors  and  cowardice 
on  tlie  other  harmlefs,  by  unexpeded  accidents.  The 
one  general  faves  his  life,  and  gains  the  whole  world, 
by  a  very  dream ;  and  the  other  lofes  both  at  once,  by 
a  little  millake  of  the  iliortnefs  of  his  fight.  And  though 
tliis  be  not  always  fo,  for  we  fee  that,  in  the  tranfla- 
tion  of  the  great  monarchies  from  on;;  to  another,  it 
pleafed  God  to  make  choice  of  the  moll  eminent  men 
in  nature,  as  Cyrus,  Alexander,  Scipio  and  his  con- 
temporaries, for  his  chief  iaftruments  and  adors  in  fo 

Vox.  Vili.  A  a  admirable 
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admirable  a  work  (the  end  of  this  being,  not  only  to 
deftroy  or  punilTi  one  nation,  which  may  be  done  by 
the  worft  of  mankind,  but  to  exalt  and  blefs  another, 
which  is  only  to  be  efFeftcd  by  great  and  virtuous  per- 
fons)  ;  yet,  when  God  only  intends  the  temporary  chaf- 
tifement  of  a  people,  he  does  not  raife  up  his  fcrvant 
Cyrus  (as  he  himfelf  is  pleafed  to  call  him),  or  an 
Alexander  (who  had  as  many  virtues  to  do  good,  as 
vices  to  do  harm) ;  but  he  makes  the  Maffanellos,  and 
the  Johns  of  Leydcn,  the  inllruments  of  his  vengeance, 
that  the  power  of  the  Almighty  might  be  more  eWdent 
by  the  weaknefs  of  the  means  which  he  choofes  to  de- 
monftrate  it.  He  did  not  afllmble  the  ferpents  and  the 
monfters  of  Afric,  to  corredl  the  pride  of  the  Egyp- 
tians ;  but  called  for  his  armies  of  locufts  out  of  Ethi- 
opia, and  formed  new  ones  of  vermin  out  of  the  very 
duft;  and  becaufe  you  (ce  a  whole  country  deliroyed 
by  thefc,  will  you  argue  from  thetice  thsy  muft  needs 
have  had  both  the  craft  of  foxes,  and  the  courage  of 
lions  ? 

It  is  eafy  to  apply  this  general  obfervation  to  the 
particular  cafe  of  our  troubles  in  England :  and  that 
they  fecim  only  to  be  meant  for  a  temporary  chaftife- 
ttient  of  our  fins,  and  not  for  a  total  aboliihmcnt  of  the 
old,  and  introdudion  of  a  new  government,  appears 
probable  to  me  from  thefe  confiderations,  as  far  as  we 
may  be  bold  to  make  a  judgment  of  the  will  of  God  in 
future  events.  Firft,  becaufe  he  has  fufl'ered  nothing  to 
fettle  or  take  root  in  the  place  of  that,  which  hath 
been  (o  unwifely  and  unjuftly  removed,  that  none  of 

thefe 
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ihefe  untempered  mortars  can  hold  out  againft  the  next 
blaft  of  wind,  nor  any  ftone  fttck  to  a  ftone,  till  that 
which  thefe  foolifli  builders  have  refufed  be  made 
again  the  head  of  the  corner.  For,  when  the  indifpofed 
and  long-tormented,  commonwealth  has  wearied  and 
fpent  itfelf  almoft  to  nothing,  with  the  chargeable,  va- 
rious, and  dangerous  experiments  of  feveral  mounte- 
banks, it  is  to  be  fuppofed,  it  will  have  the  wit  at  laft 
to  fend  for  a  true  phyfician,  efpecially  when  it  fees 
(which  is  the  fecond  confideration)  moft  evidently  (as 
it  now  begins  to  do,  and  will  do  every  day  more  and 
more,  and  might  have  done  perfedlly  long  fmce)  that 
no  ufurpation  (under  what  name  or  pretext  foever)  cah 
be  kept  ^p  without  open  force,  nor  force  without  the 
continuance  of  thofe  oppreffions  upon  the  people,  which 
will  at  laft  tire  out  their  patience,  though  it  be  great 
even  to  ftupidity.  They  cannot  be  fo  dull  (when  po- 
verty and  hunger  begins  to  whet  their  underftanding) 
as  not  to  find  out  this  no  extraordinary  myftery,  that 
it  is  madnefs  in  a  nation  to  pay  three  millions  a  year 
for  the  maintaining  of  their  fervitude  under  tyrants, 
when  they  might  live  free  for  nothing  under  their 
princes.  This,  1  fay,  will  not  always  lie  hid,  even  to 
the  floweft  capacities ;  and  the  next  truth  they  will  dif- 
cover  afterwards  is,  that  a  whole  people  can  never  have 
the  will,  without  having  at  the  fame  time  the  power,  to 
redeem  themfelves.  Thirdly,  it  does  not  look  (me- 
thinks)  as  if  God  had  forfaken  the  family  of  that  man, 
from  whom  he  has  raifed  up  five  children,  of  as  emi- 
Tient  virtue,  and  all  other  commendable  qtialities,  as 
A  a  2  ever 
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ever  lived  perhaps  (for  fo  many  together,  and  fo 
young)  in  any  other  family  in  the  whole  world.  Efpe- 
ciaily,  if  wc  add  hereto  this  confideration,  that  by  pro- 
tecling  and  preferving  fome  of  them  already  through 
as  great  dangers  as  ever  were  paft  with  fafety,  either  by 
prince  or  private  perfon,  he  has  given  them  already  (as 
we  may  reafonably  hope  it  to  be  meant)  a  promife  and 
earneft  of  his  future  favoursi  And  laflly  (to  return 
clofely  to  the  difcourfe  from  which  I  have  a  little  di- 
grefTed)  becaufe  I  fee  nothing  of  thofe  excellent  parts 
of  nature,  and  mixture  of  merit  with  their  vices,  in  the 
late  difturbers  of  our  peace  and  happinefs,  that  ufes  to 
be  found  in  the  perfons  of  thofe  who  are  born  for  the 
eredion  of  new  empires. 

And,  I  confefs,  I  find  nothing  of  that  kind,  no  not 
any  fhadow  (taking  away  the  falfe  light  of  fome  prof- 
perity)  in  tlie  man  whom  you  extol  for  the  hrll  exam- 
ple of  it.  And  certainly,  all  virtues  being  rightly  di- 
vided into  moral  and  intellectual,  I  know  not  how  we 
can  better  judge  of  the  former,  than  hymen's  adlons; 
or  of  the  latter,  than  by  their  writings  or  fpeeches.  As 
for  tliefe  latter  (which  are  lead  in  merit,  or  rather  which 
are  only  the  inftruments  of  mifchicf,  where  the  other 
are  wanting)  I  think  you  can  hardly  pick  out  the  name 
of  a  man  who  ever  was  called  great,  bcfides  him  we  are 
now  fpcaking  of,  who  never  left  the  memory  behind 
liim  of  one  wife  or  witty  apophthegm  even  amongft  his 
domeftic  fervants  or  greateJl  Hattercrs.  1"L".t  little  in 
print,  which  remains  upon  a  fad  record  for  him,  is  fuch, 
as  a  fatire  againlt  him  would  not  have  made  him  hfy 

for 
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for  fear  of  tranfgreffing  too  much  the  rules  of  proba- 
bility. 1  know  not  what  you  can  produce  for  the  juftl- 
fication  of  his  parts  in  this  kind,  but  his  having  been 
able  to  deceive  fo  many  particular  perfons,  and  To  ma- 
ny whole  parties ;  which  if  you  pleafe  to  take  notice  of 
for  the  advantage  of  his  intelleifluals,  I  defire  you  to 
allow  me  the  liberty  to  do  fo  too  when  I  am  to  fpeak  of 
his  morals.  The  truth  of  the  thing  is  this,  that  if 
craft  be  wifdom,  and  dilFimulation  wit  (affifted  both 
and  improved  with  hypocriiies  and  perjuries),  I  mufl 
not  deny  him  to  have  been  fmgular  in  both;  but  fo 
grofs  was  the  manner  in  which  he  made  ufe  of  them, 
that,  as  wife  men  ought  not  to  have  believed  him  at 
iirrt,  fo  no  man  was  fool  enough  to  believe  him  at  laft: 
neither  did  any  man  feem  to  do  it,  but  thofe  who 
thought  they  gained  as  much  by  that  difTembling,  as 
he  did  by  his.  His  very  adtings  of  godlinefs  grew  at 
!aft  as  ridiculous,  as  if  a  player,  by  putting  on  a  gown, 
fliould  think  he  reprefented  excellently  a  woman,  tho' 
his  beard  at  the  fame  time  were  feen  by  all  the  fpefla- 
tors.  If  you  a(k  me,  why  they  did  not  hifs,  and  ex- 
plode him  off  the  ftage ;  I  can  only  anfwcr,  that  they 
durft  not  do  fo,  becaufe  the  aftors  and  the  door-keepers 
were  too  Ilrcng  for  the  company.  I  muft  confefs  that 
by  thefe  arts  (how  grofsly  foever  managed,  a%  by  hy- 
pocritical praying  and  filly  preaching,  by  unmanly 
tears  and  whinings,  by  falfehoods  and  perjuries  even 
diabolical)  he  had  at  firll  the  good -fortune  (as  men 
call  it,  that  is,  the  ill-fortune)  to  attain  his  ends;,  but 
it  was  becaufe  his  ends  were  fo  unreafonable,  that  no 
A  a  3  human 
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human  reafon  could  forefee  them ;  which  made  them, 
who  had  to  do  with  him,  believe,  that  he  was  rather  a 
well  meaning  and  deluded  bigot,  than  a  crafty  and  ma- 
licious impoftor :  that  thefe  arts  were  helped  hy  an  in- 
defatigable induflry  (as  you  term  it)  I  am  fo  far  from 
doubting,  that  1  intended  to  objcd  that  diligence,  as 
the  worll  of  his  crimes-  It  makes  me  almoll;  mad, 
when  I  hear  a  man  commended  for  his  diligence  in 
wiclcednefs.  If  I  were  his  fon,  I  Ihould  wilh  to  God 
he  had  been  a  more  lazy  perfon,  and  that  we  might 
have  found  him  keeping  at  the  hours  when  other  mea 
are  ordinarily  waking,  rather  than  waking  for  thofe 
ends  of  his  when  other  men  were  ordinarily  afleep. 
How  diligent  the  wicked  arc,  the  Scripture  often  tells 
us,  "  Their  feet  run  to  evil,  and  they  make  haile  to 
**  (hed  innocent  blood,"  Ifai.  lix.  7.  "He  travels 
•'  with  iniquity,"  Pfal.  vii.  14.  "  He  devifeth  mif- 
"  chief  upon  his  bed,"  Pfal.  xxxiv.  4.  "  They  fearch 
"  out  iniquity,  they  accomplilh  a  diligent  fearch," 
Pfal.  Ixiv.  6.  and  in  a  multitude  of  other  places.  And 
would  it  not  feem  ridiculous,  to  praife  a  wolf  for  his 
vvatchfulnefs,  and  for  his  indefatigable  induftry  in 
ranging  all  night  about  the  country,  whilft  the  flieep, 
and  perhaps  tiie  fliepherd,  and  perhaps  the  very  dogs 
too,  are  all  afleep  ? 

The  Chartreux  wants  the  warning  of  a  bell 
To  call  him  to  tlie  duties  of  his  cell ; 
There  needs  no  noife  at  all  t'  awaken  fin, 
Th'  adulterer  and  tlie  tlvicf  his  laruni  has  within. 

And, 
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And,  if  the  diligence  of  wicked  perfons  be  fo  much 
to  be  blamed,  as  that  it  is  only  an  emphafis  and  exag- 
geration of  their  wickednefs,  I  fee  not  how  their  cou- 
rage can  avoid  the  fame  cenfure.  If  the  undertaking 
bold,  and  vaft,  and  unreafonable  defigns  can  deferve 
that  honourable  name,  I  am  fure.  Faux  and  his  fellow 
gunpowder  friends,  will  have  caufe  to  pretend,  though 
not  an  equal,  yet  at  leaft  the  next  place  of  honour; 
neither  can  I  doubt  but,  if  they  too  had  fucceeded,  they 
would  have  found  their  applauders  and  admirers.  It 
was  bold  unqueftionably  for  a  man  in  defiance  of  all 
human  and  divine  laws  (and  with  fo  little  probability 
of  a  long  impunity),  fo  publicly  and  fo  outrageoufly  to 
murder  his  mailer;  it  was  bold  with  fo  much  infolence 
and  affront  to  expel  and  difperfe  all  the  chief  partners 
of  his  guilt,  and  creators  of  his  power ;  it  was  bold  to 
violate  fo  openly  and  fo  fcornfully  all  a6ls  and  confti- 
tutions  of  a  nation,  and  afterwards  even  of  his  own 
making ;  it  was  bold  to  aflume  the  authority  of  call- 
ing, and  bolder  yet  of  breaking,  fo  many  parliaments; 
it  was  bold  to  trample  upon  the  patience  of  his  own, 
and  provoke  that  of  all  neighbouring  countries;  it  was 
bold,  I  fay,  above  all  boldneffes,  to  ufurp  tiiis  tyranny 
to  himfelf ;  and  impudent  above  all  impudences,  to  en- 
deavour to  tranfmit  it  to  his  polterity.  But  all  this 
boldnefs  is  fo  far  from  being  a  iign  of  manly  courage 
(which  dares  not  tranfgrefs  the  rules  of  any  other  vir- 
tue), that  it  is  only  a  demonftration  of  brutifti  madnefs 
or  diabolical  pofleiTion.  In  both  which  laft  cafes  there 
wfe  frequent  examples  to  appear  of  fuch  extraordinary 
A  a  4  force 


360  ON    THE    GOVERNMENT 

force  as  may  juftly  feem  more  wonderful  and  aftoniih- 
ing  than  the  adions  of  Crcmwcll ;  neither  is  it  ftranger 
to  believe  that  a  whole  nation  fhould  not  be  able  to  go- 
vern him  and  a  mad  army,  than  tliat  five  or  fix  men 
fhould  not  be  ftrong  enough  to  bind  a  diftradted  girl. 
There  is  no  man  ever  fucceeds  in  one  wickednefs,  but 
it  gives  him  the  bcldnefs  to  attempt  a  greater.  It  was 
boldly  done  of  Nero  to  kill  his  mother,  and  all  the  chief 
nobility  of  the  empire ;  it  was  boldly  done,  to  fet  the 
metropolis  of  the  whole  world  on  fire,  and  undauntedly 
play  upon  his  harp  whilft  he  faw  it  burning;  I  could 
reckon  up  five  hundred  boldnefles  of  that  great  perfon 
(for  why  Ihould  not  he,  too,  be  called  ib  :)  who  wanted, 
when  he  was  to  die,  that  courage  which  could  hardly 
have  failed  any  woman  in  the  like  neceflity. 

It  would  look  (I  mufl:  confeis)  like  envy,  or  too 
much  partiality,  if  I  iliould  fay  that  perfonal  kind  of 
courage  had  been  deficient  in  the  man  we  fpeak  of;  I 
am  confident  it  was  not :  and  yet  I  may  venture,  I 
think,  to  affirm,  that  no  man  ever  bore  the  honour  of 
fo  many  vidlories,  at  the  rate  of  fewer  wounds  and 
dangers  of  his  own  body;  and  though  his  valour  might 
perhaps  have  given  him  a  jull  pretenfion  to  one  of  the 
£rft  charges  in  an  army,  it  could  not  certainly  be  a  fuf- 
ficient  ground  for  a  title  to  the  command  of  three 
nations. 

What  then  fliall  we  fay  r  that  he  did  all  this  hy 
witchcraft  ?  He  did  fo,  indeed,  in  a  great  meafure,  by 
a  fin  that  is  called  like  it  in  the  Scriptures.  But,  truly 
and  unpaffionately  refleding  upon  the  advantages  of 
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his  perfon,  which  might  be  thought  to  have  produced 
thofe  of  his  fortune,  1  can  efpy  no  other  but  extraor- 
dinary diligence  and  infinite  diffimulation ;  and  believe 
he  was  exalted  above  his  nation,  partly  by  his  own 
faults,  but  chiefly  for  ours. 

We  have  brought  him  thus  briefly  (not  through  all 
his  labyrinths)  to  the  fupreme  ufurped  authority ;  and 
becaufe  you  fay  it  was  great  pity  he  did  not  live  to  com- 
mand more  kingdoms,  be  pleafed  to  let  me  reprefent  to 
you,  in  a  few  words,  how  well  I  conceive  he  governed 
thcfe.  And  we  will  divide  the  confideration  into  that 
of  his  foreign  and  donieftic  aftions.  The  firft  of  his 
foreign,  was  a  peace  with  our  brethren  of  Holland  (who 
were  the  firft  of  our  neighbours  that  God  challifed  for 
having  had  fo  great  a  hand  in  the  encouraging  and 
abetting  our  troubles  at  home) :  who  would  not  imagine 
at  firft  glimpfe  that  this  had  been  the  moll  virtuous  and 
laudable  deed,  that  his  wliole  life  could  have  made  any 
parade  of  ?  but  no  man  can  look  upon  all  the  circum- 
ftances,  without  perceiving,  that  it  was  purely  the  fale 
and  facrificing  of  the  greatelt  advantages  that  this  coun- 
try could  ever  hope,  and  was  ready  to  reap,  from  a  fo- 
reign war,  to  the  private  interefts  of  his  covetoufnefs 
and  ambition,  and  the  fecurity  of  his  new  and  unfet- 
tled  ufurpation.  No  fooner  is  that  danger  paft,  but  this 
Beatus  Pacificus  is  kindling  a  fire  in  the  northern 
world,  and  carrying  a  war  two  thoufand  miles  oft"  welt- 
wards.  Two  millions  a  year  (befides  all  the  vales  of 
his  protcdlorlliip)  is  as  little  capable  to  fuftice  now  ei- 
tjier  his  avarice  or  prodigality,  as  the  two  hundred 
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pounds  were,  that  he  was  born  to.  He  muft  have  his 
prey  of  the  whole  Indies  both  by  fea  and  land,  this 
great  alligator.  To  fatisfy  our  Anti-Solomon  (who 
has  made  filver  almoft  as  rare  as  gold,  and  gold  as  pre- 
cious flones  in  his  new  Jerufalem)  we  muft  go,  ten 
thoufand  of  his  flaves,  to  fetch  him  riches  from  his  fan- 
taftical  Ophir.  And,  becaufe  his  flatterers  brag  of  him 
as  the  moft  fortunate  prince  (the  Fauftus,  as  well  as 
Sylla,  of  our  nation,  whom  God  never  forfook  in  any 
of  his  undertakings),  I  defire  them  to  confider,  how, 
fmce  the  Engli(h  name  was  ever  heard  of,  it  never  re- 
ceived fo  great  and  fo  infamous  a  blow  as  under  the 
imprudent  conduft  of  this  unlucky  Fauftus ;  and  here- 
in let  me  admire  the  juftice  of  God  in  this  circumftance, 
that  they  who  had  enflaved  their  country  (though  a 
great  army,  which  I  wilh  may  be  obferved  by  ours 
with  trembling),  ftiould  be  fo  ftiamefully  defeated  by 
the  hands  of  forty  flaves.  It  was  very  ridiculous  to  fee 
how  prettily  they  endeavoured  to  hide  this  ignominy 
under  the  great  name  of  the  conqueft  of  Jamaica;  as 
if  a  defeated  army  ftiould  have  the  impudence  to  brag 
afterwards  of  the  vidory,  becaufe,  though  tliey  had 
fled  out  of  the  field  of  battle,  yet  they  quartered  that 
night  in  a  village  of  the  enemies.  The  war  with  Spain 
was  a  neceflfary  confequence  cf  this  folly ;  and  how 
much  we  have  gotten  by  it,  let  the  cutlom-houfe  and 
exxhange  inform  you;  and,  if  he  pleafe  to  boaft  of  the 
taking  a  part  of  the  filver  fleet  (which  indeed  nobody 
elfe  but  he,  who  was  the  fole  gainer,  has  caufe  to  do), 
at  leaft,  let  him  give  leave  to  the  reft  of  the  nation 
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(which  is  the  only  lofer)  to  complain  of  the  lofs  of 
twelve  hundred  of  her  fhips. 

But  becaufe  it  may  here  perhaps  be  anfwered,  that 
his  fuccefles  nearer  home  have  extinguiihed  the  difgrace 
of  fo  remote  mifcarriages,  and  that  Dunkirk  ought 
more  to  be  remembered  for  his  glory,  than  St.  Do- 
mingo for  lus  difadvantage ;  I  mull  confefs,  as  to  the 
honour  of  the  Englilli  courage,  that  they  were  not 
wanting  upon  tiiat  occafion  (excepting  only  the  fault 
of  ferving  at  leall  indiredtly  againlt  their  mafter),  to 
the  upholding  of  the  renown  of  their  warlike  ancellors. 
But  for  his  particular  (hare  of  it,  who  fate  lUlI  at  home, 
and  expofed  them  fo  frankly  abroad,  I  can  only  fay, 
that,  for  lefs  money  than  he  in  the  fnort  time  of  his 
reign  exadled  from  his  feliow-fubjedts,  fome  of  our 
former  princes  (with  the  daiiy  hazard  of  their  own  per- 
fons)  have  added  to  the  dominion  of  England,  not  only 
one  town,  but  even  a  greater  kingdom  than  itfelf.  And 
this  being  all  confiderable  as  concerning  his  enterprizes 
abroad,  let  us  examine,  in  the  nexc  place,  how  much  we 
owe  him  for  his  jullice  and  good  government  at  home. 

And,  firft,  he  found  the  commonwealth  (as  they  then 
called  it)  in  a  ready  ftock  of  about  8oo,coo  pounds ;  he 
left  the  commonwealth  (as  he  had  the  impudent  raillery 
ftill  to  call  it)  fome  two  millions  and  an  half  in  debt. 
He  found  our  trade  very  much  decayed  indeed,  in  com- 
parifcn  of  the  golden  times  of  our  late  princes ;  he  left 
it  as  much  again  more  decayed  than  he  found  it :  and 
yet  not  only  no  prince  in  England,  but  no  tyrant  in  the 
world,  ever  fought  out  more  bafe  or  infamous  means  to 
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raife  monies.  I  fhall  only  inftance  in  one  that  he  put 
in  pradice,  and  another  that  he  attempted,  but  was 
frighted  from  the  execution  (even  he)  by  the  infamy  of 
it.  That  which  he  put  in  praftice  w^s  decimation  •  ; 
wliich  was  the  moit  impudent  breach  of  all  public  faith 
that  the  whole  nation  had  given,  and  all  private  capi- 
tulations which  himfelf  had  made,  as  the  nation's  ge- 
neral and  fervant,  that  can  be  found  out  (I  believe)  in 
all  hiflory,  from  any  of  the  moft  barbarous  generals  of 
the  moft  barbarous  people.  Which,  becaufe  it  has  been 
moft  excellently  and  moft  largely  laid  open  by  a  whole 
book  written  upon  that  fubjeft,  I  fhall  only  defire  you 
here  to  remember  the  thing  in  general,  and  to  be  pleafed 
to  look  upon  that  author,  when  you  would  recolletl  all 
the  particulars  and  circumftances  of  the  iniquity.  The 
other  dcfign,  of  raifing  a  prefent  fum  of  money,  which 
he  violently  purfued,  but  durft  not  put  in  execution, 
was  by  the  calling  in  and  eftabliftiment  of  the  Jews  at 
London ;  from  which  he  was  rebuted  by  the  univerfal 
outcry  of  the  divines,  and  even  of  the  citizens  too,  who 
took  it  ill,  that  a  confiderable  number  at  leaft  amorgft 
themfclves  were  not  thought  Jews  enough  by  their 
own  Herod.  And  for  this  defign,  they  fay,  he  invent- 
cd  (oh  Antichrift  !  Uovr.^li/  and  5  Uc-jy.^k  !)  to  fell  St. 
Paul's  to  them  for  a  fynagogue,  if  their  purfes  and  de- 
votions could  have  reached  to  the  purchafe.    And  this, 

*  By  dec'imaUon,  is  here  meant,  not  the  putting  to  death  of 
every  tenth  man  (which  is  the  ufual  fcnfe  of  this  tcrm^,  but  the 
levying  of  the  tenth  penny  on  the  eftates  of  the  Royalills.  The 
woiii  is  fo  ufed  by  Sir  John  Denham.     Huxd. 

indeed. 
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indeed,  if  he  had  done  only  to  reward  that  nation, 
which  had  given  the  firft  noble  example  of  crucifying 
their  king,  it  might  have  had  fome  appearance  of  gra- 
titude: but  he  did  it  only  for  love  of  their  mammon; 
and  would  have  fold  afterwards  for  as  much  more  St. 
Peter's  (even  at  his  own  Wellminfter)  to  the  Turks  for 
a  7)iofqiiitc.     Such  was  his  extraordinary  piety  to  God, 
that  he  defired  he  might  be  worlbipped  in  all  manners, 
excepting  only  that  heathenilTi  way  of  the  Common- 
prayer  book.     But  what  do  I  fpeak  of  his  wicked  in- 
ventions for  getting  money ;  when  every  penny,  that 
for  almoU:  five  years  he  took  every  day  from  every  man 
living  in  England,  Scotland,  and  Ireland,  was  as  much 
robbery,  as  if  it  had  been  taken  by  a  thief  upon  the 
highways  ?  Was  it  not  fo  ?  or  can  any  man  think  that 
Cromwell,  with  the  affiftance  of  his  forces  and  mofs- 
troopers,  had  more  right  to  the  command  of  all  men's 
purfes,  than  he  might  have  had  to  any  one's,  whom  he 
had  met  and  been  too  ftrong  for  upon  a  road  ?  And 
yet,  when  this  came,  in  the  cafe  of  Mr.  Coney  *,  to  be 
difputed  by  a  legal  trial,  he  (which  was  the  higheft  ad: 
of  tyranny  that  ever  was  feen  in  England)  not  only  dif- 
couraged  and  threatened,  but  violently  imprlfoned  the 
counfel  of  the  plaintiff;  that  is,  he  fhut  up  the  lavv'  it- 
felf  clofe  prifoner,  that  no  man  might  have  relief  from, 
or  accefs  to  it.     And  it  ought  to  be  remembered,  that 
this  was  done  by  thofe  men,  who  a  few  years  before 
had  fo  bitterly  decried,  and  openly  oppofed,  the  king's 

*  Which  the  reader  may  fee  In  Lord  Clarendon,  K.  R.  vol.  iii. 
fd.  p.  596.      HURD. 

regular 
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j-egular  and  formal  way  of  proceeding  in  the  trial  of  a 
little  fhip-money. 

But,  though  we  loft  the  benefit  of  our  old  courts  of 
juftice,  it  cannot  be  denied  that  he  fet  up  new  ones; 
and  fuch  they  were,  that  as  no  virtuous  prince  before 
would,  To  no  ill  one  durlh  ered.  What,  have  we  lived 
fo  many  hundred  years  under  fuch  a  form  of  juftice 
as  has  been  able  regularly  to  puniih  all  men  that  of- 
fended againft  it;  and  is  it  fo  deficient  juft  now,  that 
we  muft  feek  out  new  ways  how  to  proceed  agalnft  of- 
fenders ?  The  reafon,  which  can  only  be  given  in  na>- 
ture  for  a  nccefllty  of  this,  is,  becaufe  thofe  things  are 
now  made  crimes,  which  were  never  efteemcd  fo  in 
former  ages;  and  there  muft  needs  be  a  new  court  fet 
up  to  punifli  that,  which  all  the  old  ones  were  bound 
to  proted  and  reward.  But  T  am  fo  far  from  declaim- 
ing (as  you  call  it)  agalnft  thefc  wickedncftcs  (which 
if  I  (hould  undertake  to  do,  1  fhould  never  get  to  the 
peroration),  that  you  fee  I  only  give  a  hint  of  fome 
few,  and  pafs  over  the  reft,  as  things  that  are  too  many 
to  be  numbered,  and  muft  only  be  weighed  in  g  ofs. 
Let  any  man  (hew  me  (for,  though  I  pretend  not  to  much 
reading,  I  will  defy  him  in  all  hiftory),  let  any  man 
fhew  me  (I  fay)  an  example  of  a-iy  nation  in  the  world 
(though  much  greater  than  ours),  where  tlicre  have, 
in  the  fpace  of  four  years,  been  made  fo  many  prifoners, 
only  out  of  the  endlefs  jealoufies  of  one  tyrant's 
guilty  imagination.  I  grant  you,  that  Marius  and 
Sylla,  and  the  accurfcd  triumvirate  after  them,  put 
more  people  to  death ;  but  the  reafon,  I  think,  partly 
4  was. 
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was,  becaufe  in  thofe  times  that  had  a  mixture  of  fome 
honour  with  their  madnefs,  they  thought  it  a  more 
civil  revenge  againft  a  Roman,  to  take  away  his  life, 
than  to  take  away  his  liberty.  But  truly  in  the  point 
of  murder  too,  we  have  little  reafon  to  think  that  our 
late  tyranny  has  been  deficient  to  the  examples  that 
have  ever  been  fet  it  in  other  countries.  Our  judges 
and  our  courts  of  juftice  have  not  been  idle  :  and,  to 
omit  the  whole  reign  of  our  late  king  (till  the  begin- 
ning of  the  war),  in  which  no  drop  of  blood  was  ever 
drawn  but  from  two  or  three  ears,  I  think  the  longeil 
time  of  our  woril  princes  fcarcc  faw  many  more  execu- 
tions, than  the  fhort  one  of  our  bleil  reformer.  And 
we  faw,  and  fmelt  in  our  open  ftreets  (as  I  marked  to 
you  at  firft)  the  broiling  of  human  bowels  as  a  burnt- 
offering  of  a  fweet  favour  to  our  idol ;  but  all  murder- 
ing, and  all  torturing  (though  after  the  fubtilefl  in- 
vention of  his  predeceflbrs  of  Sicily)  is  more  humane 
and  more  fupportable,  than  his  felling  of  Chrifl:ians> 
Englifhmen,  gentlemen;  his  felling  of  them  (oh  mon- 
ftrous  !  oh  incfedible)  to  be  flaves  in  America.  If 
his  whole  life  could  be  reproached  with  no  other  aftion, 
yet  this  alone  would  weigh  down  all  the  multiplicity 
of  crimes  in  any  of  our  tyrants;  and  I  dare  only  touch, 
without  Hopping  or  infilling  upon,  fo  infolent  and  fo 
execrable  a  cruelty,  for  fear  of  falling  into  fo  violent 
(though  a  juft:)  paffion,  as  would  make  me  exceed  that 
temper  and  moderation,  which  I  refolve  to  obferve  in 
this  difcourfe  with  you. 

Thefc 
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Thefe  are  great  calamities ;  but  even  thefe  are  not 
the  moft  infupportable  that  we  have  endured ;  for  fo 
it  is,  that  the  fcorn,  and  mockery,  and  infultings  of  an 
enemy,  are  more  painful  than  the  deepefl;  wounds  of 
his  ferious  fury.  This  man  was  wanton  and  merry 
(unwittily  and  ungracefully  merry)  with  our  fuft'er- 
ings :  he  loved  to  fay  and  do  fenfelefs  and  fantaftical 
tilings,  only  to  (hew  his  power  of  doing  or  faying  any 
thing.  It  would  ill  befit  mine,  or  any  civil  mouth, 
to  repeat  thofe  words  wiiich  he  fpoke  concerning  the 
mod  facred  of  our  Englifh  laws,  the  Petition  of  Right, 
and  Magna  Charta  *.  To-day,  you  (hould  fee  him 
ranting  fo  wildly,  that  nobody  duril  come  near  him ; 
the  morrow,  flinging  of  Guiliions,  and  playing  at  fnow- 
balls,  with  his  fervants.  This  month,  he  afl'embles  a 
parliament,  and  profefTes  himfclf  with  humble  tears  to 
be  only  their  fervant  and  their  miniiler;  the  next 
month,  he  fwears  by  the  living  God,  that  he  will  tura 
them  out  of  doors,  and  he  does  fo,  in  his  princely  way 
of  threatening,  bidding  them,  "  Turn  the  buckles  of 
their  girdles  behind  them."  The  reprefcntative  of 
whole,  nay  of  three  whole  nations,  was  in  his  efceem 
fo  contemptible  a  meeting,  that  he  thought  the  affront- 
ing and  expelling  of  them  to  be  a  thing  of  fo  little 
confequence,  as  not  to  deferve  that  he  Oiould  advife 
with  any  mortal  man  about  it.  What  fliall  we  call 
this  ?  boldnefs  or  brutifhnefs  ?  ralhnefs  or  phrenfy  ? 
There  is  no  name  can  come  up  to  it ;  and  there/ore  we 

*  In  the  cafe  of  Coney,  before  mentioned. 
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muft  leave  it  without  one.  Now  a  parliament  muit 
be  chofen  in  the  new  manner,  next  time  in  the  old 
form,  but  all  cafhiered  ftill  after  the  neweft  mode. 
Now  he  will  govern  by  major-generals,  now  by  one 
houfe,  now  by  another  hoiife,  now  by  no  houfe  ;  now 
the  freak  takes  him,  and  he  makes  feventy  peers  of  tlie 
land  at  one  clap  (extempore,  and  Jlans  pede  in  uno)  ; 
and,  to  manifeft  the  abfolute  power  of  the  potter, 
he  choofes  not  only  the  worft  clay  he  could  find, 
but  picks  up  even  the  dirt  and  mire,  to  form  out  of 
it  his  veffels  of  honour.  It  was  faid  anciently  of 
Fortune,  that,  when  fhe  had  a  mind  to  be  merry  and 
to  divert  herfelf,  (he  was  wont  to  raife  up  fuch  kind  of 
people  to  the  higheft.  dignities.  This  fon  of  Fortune, 
Cromwell  (who  was  himfelf  one  of  the  primeft  of 
her  jefls),  found  out  the  true  haut  gouft  of  this  plea- 
fure,  and  rejoiced  in  the  extravagance  of  his  ways,  as 
the  fullefl:  demonftration  of  his  uncontroulable  fove- 
reignty.  Good  God  !  What  have  we  feen  ?  and  what 
have  we  fufFered  ?  what  do  all  thefe  aftions  fignify  ? 
what  do  they  fay  aloud  to  the  whole  nation,  but  this 
(even  as  plainly  as  if  it  were  proclaimed  by  heralds 
through  the  ftreets  of  London),  "  You  are  flaves  and 
*'  fools,  and  fo  I  will  ufe  you  ! ' ' 

Thefe  are  briefly  a  part  of  thofe  merits  which  you 
lament  to  have  wanted  the  reward  of  more  kingdoms, 
and  fuppofe  that,  if  he  had  lived  longer,  he  might 
have  had  them :  which  I  am  fo  far  from  concurring  to, 
that  I  believe  his  feafonable  dying  to  have  been  a 
greater  good- fortune  to  him,  than  all  the  vidories  and 

Vol.  VUI.  B  b  profpcrities 
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profperitics  of  his  life.  For  he  feemed  evidently  (me- 
thinks)  to  be  near  the  end  of  his  deceitful  glories ; 
his  own  army  grew  at  lail;  as  weary  of  him  as  the  reft 
of  the  people ;  and  I  never  paffed  of  late  before  his 
palace  (his,  do  I  call  it  ?  I  afk  God  and  the  king  par- 
don), but  I  never  pafled  of  late  before  Whitehall, 
without  reading-  upon  the  gate  of  it,  "  Menc  Mene, 
"  Tekcl  Upharfm*."  But  it  pleafed  God  to  take  him 
from  the  ordinary  courts  of  men,  and  juries  of  his 
peers,  to  his  own  high  court  of  juftice  ;  which  being 
more  merciful  than  ours  below,  there  is  a  little  room 
yet  left  for  the  hope  of  his  friends,  if  he  have  any ; 
though  the  outward  unrepentance  of  his  death  afford 
but  fmall  materials  for  the  work  of  charity,  efpe- 
cially  if  he  deligned  even  then  to  entail  his  own  injuf- 
tice  upon  his  children,  and,  by  it,  inextricable  confu- 
fions  and  civil  wars  upon  the  nation.  But  here  's  at 
lail  an  end  of  him.  And  where  's  now  the  fruit  of  all 
that  blood  and  calamity,  which  his  ambition  has  coft 
the  world  ?  Where  is  it  ?  Why,  his  fon  (you  will 
fay)  has  the  whole  crop ;  I  doubt,  he  will  find  it 
quickly  blafted ;  I  have  nothing  to  fay  againll  the 
gentleman  f ,  or  any  living  of  his  family ;  on  the  con- 
trary, I  wifh  him  better  fortune  than  to  have  a  long 
.and  unquiet  pofleffion  of  his  mafter's  inheritance. 
Whatfoe^'cr  1  have  fpoken  againft  his  father,  is  that 

,    *  Dir..  V.  25. 

f  A   remarkable  •  telVimony    to    the    blamclefs   charaftcr   of 

Richard  Cromwell. 

which 
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which  I  ftiould  have  thought  (though  decency,  perhaps, 
might  have  hindered  me  from  faying  it)  even  againft 
mine  own,  if  I  had  been  fo  unhappy,  as  that  mine,  by 
the  fame  ways,  ihould  have  left  me  three  kingdoms." 

Here  I  llopt;  and  my  pretended  protedor,  who,  I 
expedled,  would  have  been  very  angry,  fell  a  laughing; 
it  feems  at  the  fimplicity  of  my  difcourfe,  for  thus  he 
replied :  "  You  feem  to  pretend  extremely  to  the  old 
obfolete  rules  of  virtue  and  confcience,  which  makes 
me  doubt  very  much  whether  from  this  vaft  profpedt 
of  three  kingdoms  you  can  fhew  me  any  acres  of  your 
own.  But  thefe  are  fo  far  from  making  you  a  prince, 
that  I  am  afraid  your  friends  will  never  have  the  coa- 
tentment  to  fee  you  fo  much  as  a  juftice  of  peace  in 
your  own  country.  For  this,  I  perceive,  which  you 
call  virtue,  is  nothing  elfe  but  either  the  frowardnefs 
of  a  Cynic,  or  the  lazinefs  of  an  Epicurean.  I  am 
glad  you  allow  me  at  leaft  artful  diflimulation  and  un- 
wearied diligence  in  my  hero ;  and  I  affure  you,  that 
he,  whofe  life  is  conftantly  drawn  by  thofe  two,  Ihall 
never  be  mifled  out  of  the  way  of  greatnefs.  But  1 
fee  you  are  a  pedant-  and  Platonical  ftatefman,  a  the- 
oretical commonwealth's-man,  an  Utopian  dreamer. 
Was  ever  riches  gotten  by  your  golden  mediocrities  ? 
or  the  fupreme  place  attained  to  by  virtues  that  muft 
not  ftir  out  of  the  middle  ?  Do  you  ftudy  Ariftotle's 
politics,  and  write,  if  you  pleafe,  comments  upon 
them ;  and  let  another  but  praftife  Machiavel :  and 
let  us  fee  then  which  of  you  two  will  come  to  the 
greateft  pi  efcrmcnt.  If  the  defire  of  rule  and  fuperi- 
B  b  2  ority 
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ority  he  a  virtue  (as  fure  I  am  it  is  more  imprinted  in 
luiman  nature  than  any  of  your  lethargical  morals ; 
and  what  is  the  virtue  of  any  creature,  but  the  exercife 
of  thofe  powers  and  inclinations  which  God  has  in- 
fufed  into  it?)  if  that  (I  fay)  be  virtue,  we  ought  not 
to  elleem  any  thing  vige,  which  is  the  mofl  proper,  if 
not  the  only,  means  of  attaining  of  it : 

It  is  a  truth  fo  certain,  and  fo  clear. 

That  to  tlie  firfl-born  man  it  did  appear; 

Did  not  the  mighty  heir,  the  noble  Cain, 

Ey  the  frcfh  laws  of  nature  taught,  difdain 

That  (though  a  brother)  any  one  fliould  be 

A  greater  favourite  to  God  than  he  ? 

He  ftrook  him  down;  and  fo  (faid  he)  fo  fell 

The  flieep,  which  thou  didjt  facritice  fo  well. 

Since  all  the  fulleft  fheaves,  which  I  could  bring. 

Since  all  were  blafted  in  the  offering. 

Left  God  lliould  my  next  vidlim  too  defpife. 

The  acceptable  prieft  I  '11  ficrifice. 

Hence,  coward  fears ;  for  the  firft  blood  fo  fpilt. 

As  a  reward  he  the  firft  city  built. 

'  I'was  a  beginning  generous  and  high. 

Fit  for  a  grand-child  of  the  Deity, 

So  well  advanc'd,  'twas  pity  there  he  flaid ; 

One  fk'p  of  glory  more  he  fhould  have  made. 

And  to  the  utmofl  bounds  of  greatnel'^  gone; 

Had  Adam  too  been  kill'd,  he  might  have  reign'd  alone. 

Om:  brother's  death,  what  do  I  mean  to  name, 

A  im.ili  oblation  to  revenge  and  fame .'' 

The 
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The  mighty-foul'd  Abimelec,  to  fhew 

What  for  high  phice  a  higher  fpirit  can  do, 

A  hecatomb  almoil  of  brethren  flew. 

And  feventy  times  in  neareft  blood  he  dy'd 

(To  make  it  hold)  his  royal  purple  pride. 

Why  do  I  name  the  lordly  creature  man  ? 

The  w  eak,  the  mild,  the  coward  woman,  can. 

When  to  a  crown  (he  cuts  her  facred  way. 

All  that  oppofe  with  manlike  courage  flay. 

So  Athaliah,  when  (he  faw  her  fon. 

And  with  his  life  her  dearer  greatnefs,  gone. 

With  a  majeftic  fury  flaughter'd  all 

Whom  high-birth  might  to  high  pretences  call : 

Since  he  was  dead  who  all  her  power  fuilain'd, 

Refolv'd  to  reign  alone;  refolv'd,  and  reign'd. 

In  vain  her  fex,  in  vain  the  laws,  withftood. 

In  vain  the  facred  plea  of  David's  blood; 

A  noble  and  a  bold  contention,  flie 

(One  woman)  undertook  with  deftiny. 

She  to  pluck  down,  deftiny  to  uphold 

(Oblig'd  by  holy  oracles  of  old) 

The  great  Jeflkan  race  on  Judah's  throne; 

Till  'twas  at  laft  an  equal  wager  grown. 

Scarce  Fate,  with  much  ado,  the  better  got  by  one. 

Tell  me  not,  flie  herfelf  at  lall;  was  flain ; 

Did  flie  not  firft  feven  years  (a  life-time)  reign  ? 

Seven  royal  years  t'  a  public  fpirit  will  feem 

More  than  the  private  life  of  a  Methuflilem. 

'Tis  godlike  to  be  great ;  and,  as  they  fay, 

A  thoufand  years  to  God  arc  but  a  da)'. 

So 
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So  to  a  man,  when  once  a  crown  he  wears. 

The  coronation-day  's  more  than  a  thoufand  years." 

He  would  have  gone  on,  I  perceived,  in  his  blaf- 
phemies,  but  that  by  God's  grace  I  became  fo  bold,  as 
thus  to  interrupt  him :  "  I  underftand  now  perfeftly 
(which  I  guefled  at  long  before)  what  kind  of  angel  and 
protedor  you  are ;  and,  though  your  ftyle  in  verfe  be 
very  much  mended  *  fmce  you  were  wont  to  deliver 
oracles,  yet  your  doftrine  is  much  worfe  than  ever  you 
had  formerly  (that  I  heard  of)  the  face  to  publifh ; 
whether  your  long  practice  with  mankind  has  in- 
creafed  and  improved  your  malice,  or  whether  you 
think  us  in  this  age  to  be  grown  fo  impudently  wick- 
ed, that  there  needs  no  more  art  or  difguifes  to  draw 
us  to  your  party." 

"  My  dominion  (faid  he  haflily,  and  with  a  dreadful 
furious  look)  is  fo  great  in  this  world,  and  I  am  fo 
powerful  a  monarch  of  it,  that  I  need  not  be  afhamed 
that  you  fliould  know  me;  and,  that  you  may  fee  I  know 
you  too,  I  know  you  to  be  an  obftinate  and  inveterate 
malignant ;  and  for  that  reafon  I  fliall  take  you 
along  with  me  to  the  next  garrifon  of  ours;  from 
whence  you  fliall  go  to  the  Tower,  and  from  thence 
to  the  court  of  juflice,  and  from  thence  you  know 

*  This  compliment  was  intended,  not  fo  much  to  the  forego- 
ing, as  to  the  following  verfcs  ;  of  which  the  author  had  reafon 
to  be  proud,  but,  as  being  delivered  in  his  own  pcrfon,  could  not  fo 
properly  make  the  pancygric.     Hurd. 

3  whither." 
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whither."     I  was  almoft  in  the  very  pounces  of  th« 
great  bird  of  prey  : 

When,  lo,  ere  the  laft  words  were  fully  fpcke. 
From  a  fair  cloud,  which  rather  op'd  than  broke, 
A  flalh  of  light,  rather  than  lightning,  came. 
So  fwift,  and  yet  fo  gentle,  was  the  flame. 
Upon  it  rode  (and,  in  his  full  career, 
Seem'd  to  my  eyes  no  fooner  there  than  here) 
The  comeliert  youth  of  all  th'  angelic  race ; 
Lovely  his  Ihape,  ineffable  his  face. 
The  frowns,  with  which  he  ftrook  the  trembling  fiend* 
All  fmiles  of  human  beauty  did  tranfcend ; 
His  beams  of  locks  fell  part  difhevel'd  down. 
Part  upwards  curl'd,  and  form'd  a  natural  crown> 
Such  as  the  Britifli  monarchs  us'd  to  wear; 
If  gold  might  be  compar'd  with  angels'  hair. 
His  coat  and  flowing  manrie  were  fo  bright. 
They  feem'd  both  made  of  woven  filver  light : 
Acrofs  his  breafl  an  azure  ruban  went. 
At  which  a  medal  hung,  that  did  prefent. 
In  wondrous  living  figures,  to  the  fight. 
The  myftic  champion's,  and  old  dragon's,  fight ; 
And  from  his  mantle's  fide  there  fhone  afar, 
A  fix'd,  and,  I  believe,  a  real  ftar. 
In  his  fair  hand  (v/hat  need  was  there  of  more?) 
No  arms,  but  th'  Englifti  bloody  crofs,  he  bore. 
Which  when  he  tow'rds  th'  affrighted  tyrant  bent. 
And  fome  few  words  pronounc'd  (but  what  they  meant. 

Or 
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Or  were,  could  not,  alas  !  by  me  be  known. 
Only,  I  well  perceiv'd,  Jefus  was  one) 
He  trembled,  and  he  roar'd,  and  fled  away 
Mad  to  quit  thus  his  more  than  hop'd-for  prey. 

Such  rage  inflames  the  wolf's  wild  heart  and  eyes 
(Robb'd,  as  he  thinks  unjuflly,  of  his  prize) 
Whom  unawares  the  fliepherd  fpies,  and  draws 
The  bleating  lamb  from  out  his  ravenous  jaws : 
The  fhepherd  fain  himfelf  would  he  aflail, 
But  fear  above  his  hunger  does  prevail. 
He  knows  his  foe  too  ftrong,  and  mull  be  gone ; 
He  grins,  as  he  looks  back,  and  howls,  as  he  goes  on. 
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